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GADZIKOWSKI 97 


FROM THE WAQ77S/OZN EDITOR'S DESK: Something Dreadful... 


The past year was a busy and enlightening one. We met many new friends, had many new experl- 
ences. We encountered a faith that coincided with our own bellefs, and particlIpated In Its 
special magic; helped ralse a record !Iitter of nine wolf pups, and watched them grow and explore 
their new world (something we'l! be dolng again this year!); Invested In a new means of trans- 
portation (It speaks Japanese, not English, which Is part of the fun of getting to know It); saw 
OSIRIS Publications win Its first major award (thank you all!). And more, so much more... 


But we cannot help thinking that, desp!ite all the wonderful people, the wonderful experlences, 
something dreadful Is takIng place around us. Our first direct knowledge of it came a couple of 
years ago, when we had the opportunity to head the Publications Committee of a major regional 
sclence fiction convention (an expertence we ere not foollsh enough to repeat!). In the course 
of our duties, we assembled a progress report, In which we provided detalled tnformation on the 
upcoming convention. Fellow fans wrote the matertal for that progress report... 


We realized one of the Committee members had a serltous problem when we recelved the matertal he 
had prepared for us. 


Simply stated, we could not read It. 
For the man who wrote It was Jtiliterate. 


Oh, he could write letters on a plece of paper, and group them Into words -- but the words them- 
selves were nonsense. They were meaningless. They weren't real words. 


And they were written by a sclence fiction fan! 


What does this mean to us == to all of us? Why should we be concerned? We know there Is a 
problem with flliteracy tn our country, a problem that grows more serlous each and every year. 
But we also know we are different from those we derlsively call “mundanes." We are better... 


Or so we like to tell ourselves. But I!llteracy has crept Into our commun!ty now, a commun I ty 
that, for all the years of Its existence, has been dependent upon the written word. Before 
tilms, before televiston, we had books, and magazines, and fanzines. We had !!terature. 


Yet there, In the midst of the committee responsible for one of the largest, most prestIiglous 
regional science fiction conventions In the United States, was a man who couldn't write, a man 
who couldn't read -- a man who had never been captivated by the words of Isaac As!Imov, Robert 
HeIniein, Arthur C. Clarke, JeReR. Tolkien, and all the others. A man who had never even heard 
of some of the greatest literary figures In the history of sclence fiction! He knew a great deal 
about science fiction films, about television -- but how can anyone claim to be a sclence fiction 
fan If he has never read sclence fiction? 


So we ask ourselves, are we so very different from the mundanes we derlde? After all, thelr 
problems and ours are Identical. We live In the same world, face the same crises, even though we 
may not wish to admit It. And the problem of Ill!lteracy Is, for us, perhaps even more serlous 
than for the national community as a whole. For without the written word, sctence fiction as we 
know and love It could not exist. 


What can we do about It? The same thing everyone In this country can do -= encourage our chil- 
dren to read, and help those adults around us who have never learned. Show them the magic of the 
written word -- not Just In sclence fiction and fantasy, but In all of literature. 


Reading needn't be dull or boring. There Is magic In books, magic far beyond any mere sorcerer's 
spell. There Is wonder, and mystery, and beauty. There are whole new worlds to explore -= not 
Just those of sclence fiction and fantasy, but also the many realms of our own Earth. We can 
read of real adventures, we can read of history, or sclence, or the marvels of other lands. We 
can open our eyes and see our world, the planet on which we live. 


And we can do all this through the written word. 


Or we can turn our backs, abandon soclety to Its growing tiliteracy as we retreat Into our own 
fantasy realms, worlds that exist only in our minds, or on a strip of celluloid. 


What shall It be? Are we a world apart -- or are we a part of a real world? And If we are, 
Isn't It our responsibility to do what we can to help solve that world's problems? After all, 
our future, too, Is at stake. 


If we turn awaye.. If we Ignore the problems facing us and our world, how can we possibly claim 
to be any different from those mundanes who hide from unpleasant truths? How can we claim to be 
better? 








Think about It. Please. And act -- while there Is still time. 





y Harrison 
Managing EdItor 
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GUEST EDITORIAL: On Coming Out... 


What with graduating from college and everything, | suddenly found myself without a stngle story 
for this Issue of THE OSIRIS FILES! Unwilling to let the year pass without saying anything at 
all, 1 approached the editor, who graclously agreed to let me clamber up on my soap box and clue 
you In on something that has bothered me for a long time. 


it probably comes as no great shock to anyone reading these words to learn there ere people In 
this so called modern-day society who serlously belleve In what most people refer to as "magic." 
The witches and occultists of our chIIdhood really do exist -- and to no one's great surprise, 
they aren't nearly as evil as the falry-tales would have us belleve. They are our friends, our 
colleagues -- our nelghbours tn that great voluntary exile from the mundane world that we cal] 
fandom. And, since one of the primary laws of fandom Is tolerance and respect of another 
person*s ways and beliefs, neo-pagans have flourlshed within the relative safety our cherlshed 
sub-culture offers them. 


The "real" world Is nowhere near so tolerant. in this land of absolute rellglous freedom, | 
don't know a single pagan who doesn't conceal hIs bellefs from one or more people In his IIfe. 
We're scared to admit to who and what we are -- scared because of the misconceptions our kind 
have faced throughout the centurles, scared because of blind ignorance and hate, scared because 
every time we turn around, someone Is wrongly linking us, or the tools we use, with SatanIsm. 


What Is the answer? The simplistic one Is to Just tell everyone to band together and tace the 
world with a "Pagan and Proud" attitude -- but's that's not really practical. The mundanes have 
been afraid of us for too long, a fear nurtured by hundreds of years of false doctrine -= and by 
the evidence of thelr own eyes, as Satanism begins to make Its InsItdlous presence felt In every 
aspect of our soclety. 


No, we need something gentler, easler, something to show people that pagans are not freaks or 
lunatics, but rather, men and women they have known and trusted al! thelr Ilves. One way to 
eccomplish this Is to Join a "come from the shadows" network, a group dedicated to just such a 
purpose. Another Is to stop misconceptions whenever we hear them. 


In other words, !f you hear someone say, "Terot cards are tools of Devi! worship," don't start 
trying to dig a hole because you happen to own a deck. Tell this person he or she {ts wrong, and 


explain why. Nine times out of ten, If you speak with authority, how you happen to have this tn- 


tormation won't even be questioned. For all that we laugh at I+, the recent national fixation 
with New Age crystal healing has made a few esoteric topics a bit more acceptable than they used 
to bee It Is an opening -- and one we can and should use to our full advantage. 


Uitimately, we have to do something. Aside from denyIng ourselves our Constitutlonal right to 
follow whatever falth we choose, and to follow It openly, without shame or fear, we are making It 
difficult -- If not Impossible -- for people who need our teaching to recelve It. 
We're on to a good thing here. It's about time we told everyone about It. 

Ati a e Idater 


---LIsa M. Mudano 


THE WRITER'S CHALLENGE 


Several years ago, an organization of professional science fiction and 
fantasy writers Issued an Interesting challenge to Its membership. Were 
they capable of writing truly short fiction, something with all the 
elements of a proper story -- plot, character development, resolution of 
problems -- but short? They made It extremely difficult, too. The story 
could be no more than two printed pages. 


That's not easy to doe A lot of Information must go Into any story, and a 
short story presents certain special challenges, because every word counts. 
A pretty phrase, an Interesting side plot, a choice bit of revealing -- but 
ultimately Irrelevant -- dialogue... All must be abandoned for the sake of 
brevity. Yet the story must be complete, coherent, cohesive... 


We are not as cruel or demanding as that organization. But we do think 
fans are capable of writing every bit as skillfully as many professional 
writers. So we offer our readers, and all would-be writers, that same 
challenge -- but with a slight difference. 


Write a short story for OSIRIS Publications. It can be a general media 
story (for THE OSIRIS FILES #4, with a deadline of 15 February 1990), a 
British media story (for THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #5, with a deadline of 15 
April 1990), or an entirely original fantasy or science fiction story (for 
IMAGINATION #3, with a deadline of 15 August 1990). It can be any kind of 
story you want, provided it Is a complete story, not just a scene or 
vignette. 


You do not have to tell your story In two pages; you can have up to twelve, 
provided the story Is typed, double-spaced, and with reasonable margins. 
And provided, of course, that it falls within our general publication 
guide-lIines, printed elsewhere In this issue... 


The prize? There really Isn't one, other than seeing your story In print 
In one of the OSIRIS Publications fanzines next year, and getting a free 
copy of that zIne. And, of course, sharing your writing with others... 


We would like to publish our three 1990 fanzines with nothing but short 
storles. Of course, there will always be exceptions. If you write some- 
thing longer, we won't necessarily turn you down; If It's good, we won't 
want To! 


So why not give it a try? 


Sm > 
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"Saved By a Pawn® 


(By L.A. Carr) 


Vincent wasn't quite sure what drew him Above, out Into the open night. Perhaps I{t was a need to 
smell the fresh alr -- or what passed for fresh air In New York City -- or a need to see the 
stars. 


it wasn't IIkely he would be seen. Few self-respecting individuals wandered Central Park In the 
wee hours of the morning, and he'd chosen the grove of trees near the reservoir specifically for 
its dense darkness. Perched high among the limbs of a tree, he for once felt above the world 
rather than below [t, a part of nature rather than a freak of It. 


There was peace In the rustitng of the leaves, a peace he couldn't find perched on a tal! roof- 
Top. 


Thoughts of Catherine crossed his mind more than once, but he decided against visiting her. 
Being one of the few from Above who came down to the tunnels Below, she essentially led a double 
lIfe, and she needed what little sleep she could get In order to keep up with her work In the 
District Attorney's office. Instead, he sat In hls tree, feeling the gentle wind ruffle his long 
hair, enjoying the scent of living things around him. 


The peace of the night was abruptly shattered. A gunshot! 


He sat upright on his branch; It wasn't the most abnormal sound In Central Park, but [tt was 
enough to startle him. It was quickly followed by the sound of running feet crunching the under- 
brush, coming closer. He prepared to flee, lest his hiding place be found. 


"Shoot the muther-fucker!" yelled a deep voice from amidst the dark trees. "If he makes It to 
the cops or his old man, he's free, and Kirrelson'|I| have our heads!" 


Vincent's eyes -- more suited to the night, to the dark, than those of most men -- and his high 
perch enabled him to see the mene Five in all, and It was obvious the odds were four to one 
against the first to come Into view. Blond hair caught the dim IIght of the quarter moon, and he 
could make out a light t-shirt and Jeans. The four pursuers looked rougher; leather was predomi=- 
nant, and all of them brandIished weapons. 


The Idea of Interfering crossed his mind; he considered I+ obvious that the foursome was Involved 
In something Illegal, and the one fleeIng them was attempting to do something to stop It, or at 
least to dissoclate himself from It. That the four were willing to resort to deadly force only 
served to encourage his Involvement. 


His decision was made when one of the four fired hIs gun, and the fleeing man fell to the ground. 
Vincent dropped lightly from his tree, landing on his feet and using the velocity of his landing 
to rebound him on his way toward the group. 


"Want me to finish "Im off?" a second volce asked, coming from a man standing over the fallen 
body. 
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"No!" the first volce snapped. "Without him, we may never get MAVERA together!" 


The pursuers reached for their fallen prey. And Vincent made hfs entrance, a low growl coming 
from deep In his throat. 


He used the night and hIs cloak to hide In, to terrify with. One clawed hand took out the near- 
est gunman. The other three scrambled away; one fired a shot, and he felt heat score his ribs. 
The grow! became a wounded cry, but he stood hls ground, and the three scattered among the trees. 


He leaned down above the fallen figure, one hand over the rent In his qui!lted vest; he could feel 
it growing wetter. The other reached out, fingers rested on an exposed throat, searching for a 
pulse. He couldn't help but notice the bleeding wound in the boy's left side. But It was only 
when he turned his attention to the face, noting with some wonder that the victim was only a 
youth, that he saw the red score at one temple. 


His next decision wasn't hard to make. The boy needed Immediate medical attention -- only the 
neerest hospital was Mount SInal, on the far side of the park. Vincent needed medical attention, 
too -- but the hospital wasn't a viable choice for him, and he doubted he had the strength to 
take the boy there and then return Below to Father. Also, the assallants were still probably 
somewhere nearby, planning a way to recover thelr fallen companion. 


He had no Intention of trying to pass through them with an injured man, risking more harm to both 
of them. And the Idea of leaving the boy behind and takIng care of only himself shamed him. 


All the thoughts, all the options, ran through his head tn the barest of moments. He gathered 
his strength and reached down to IIft the boy. 


The movement roused the youngster, and his eyes flickered open, staring directly at Vincent, fear 
and anxiety In hIs gaze. "You're safe now," the tunnel-dweller assured him. “No one will hurt 
youe m 


Either the words calmed him, or paln, shock, and exhaustion took thelr toll. The eyes closed 
again, and Vincent found himself holding a IImp body. Gritting his teeth agalnst the pain In his 
side, he lifted the boy over his shoulders and started back toward the reservolr, to make his 
homeward descent. 


%* Hee & 


Father pushed aside one edge of the curtain and emerged from the small, well-I!t room he occa- 
slonally used as his surgery. He dofted the cap and mask he wore. 


“How Is he?" a soft voice asked, and he turned toward Vincent, who was perched on the edge of the 
older man's bed, his expression full of concern. 


“| thought |! told you to Ile down," the physiclan admonished, shedding his surgical gown and re- 
trieving his cloak. He crossed the room to where hIs adopted son sat. "You lost quite a bit of 
blood out there." : es 
a? a 
A hand on his shoulder urged Vincent to Ile down agaln; Father seated himself on the edge of the 
bed. "It's times like this when | wish | had more of the modern medical and reseerch facil I- 
ties," he mused, feeling the strain of his efforts tn his shoulders and arms. “Or at least a 
good scrub team." 


"Father..." Vincent pushed himself back up on his elbows. 


"You'lf pull the stitches If you keep that up." The older man pushed him down again. Somehow, 
the bullet missed every single vital organ, ard got caught up In the back side of his rtb-cage. 
It took a little prying to get It out, and he'l! be lald up for quite a whlle <= and hurting! -- 
but he should recover well enough." 


Vincent relaxed somewhat, and he hated to say the rest, lest his son become upset agaln; but he 


had always been honest with him. "It's the head wound that worries me. That, and the brulses, 
and loss of blood." 


"Brulses?" 


“On his chest, sround his wrists and ankles..." He paused a moment, gazing at a blank spot on 
the wall. “There's a swelling on the back of his head, and I'm not sure whether the concusston 
Is from that or the bullet graze. But it's obvious he’s been bound, beaten, and kicked." 


He looked at Vincent, whose face was full of horror. “He's nowhere near strong enough to be 
moved, not without a transfusion, and | don't dare risk that, not without proper typing and 
cross~matchinge" And not without serlous testing, although he doubted the worst of the diseases 
from Above had made thelr way Below. "But when he Is, we'll take him Above before he can ask 
where he Is. And | don't want him to see you." 


"He already has." 


“Well, maybe he'l! just chalk It up to a delirJous dream," Father answered absently. One ques- 
tion had nagged at him throughout his stitching of the crease In Vincent's side, and while he dug 
the bullet out of the boy and tended his Injuries. There had been no time before; now... . "What 
happened up there?" 


He Iistened without question, finally understanding his son's decIsion to bring the youth Below. 
He had told Vincent he had the soul of a doctor, the compassion and the caring, and It showed In 
his actions. “They didn't want him dead, though. Someone named Kirrelson needs him to put 
something called MAVERA together." 


As he heard the two names, Father felt the blood drain from his face. His whole past, locked 
away for thirty years, came rushing back to him. 


“Father? Are you all right?" And Vincent was on his elbows agaln, concern on his face and 
questions In his eyes. 


It took the older man a moment to pull himself together. "I'm...all right," he answered slowly, 
not looking at his son. "1! Just haven't heard that name...in years and years..." 


“You know those names?" 


He nodded wordlessly. Now wasn't the time to expialin; there was too much to sort out. He needed 
Information, more Itnformation than Vincent had provided. 


And he did have the equipment to run tests for malariae "He probably won't be fully awake untIl 
some time tonight," he mused, knowing It was already past dawn. "And since | want you to stay 
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put, I'm going to put him In your room." It would function as Isolation as well, {tf his worst 
fears proved true. He expected an ergument from his son, and rather welcomed It -- anything to 
keep him away from questions about Kirrelson and MAVERA. 


But Vincent only smiled. "Thank you, Father," he answered, his volce as gentie as his 
expresslon. 


And the older man, despite his distraction, could not help but smile back. "Rest," he encour- 
aged. “i have a few things to do yet. Then | Intend to do the same." 


*£nt& & 


If was evening when Father returned, hls candle casting towering shadows on the walls. "The boy 
Is begtnning to wake," he sald, standing beside the bed. "I would I!ke you there." 


Vincent sat up gingerly, hls side straining as he moved. "You sald before that he shouldn't see 
mee" He understood Father's logic In that decIsion -- but that didn't mean he had to IIke It. 


"And you sald he trusted you," the older man replied, leading him down the corridors to his own 
chamber. "And If he trusts you, he might answer some questions." 


He didn't know what questions they might ask, but Vincent sensed the answers they might get were 
Important. So he posed none of his own, and followed silently. 


When they reached his chamber, he stepped past the older man, and stood looking down at the 
figure stirring In his bed. He crossed the floor quletly, hearing the boy's volce murmuring 
half-formed sentences. "NoOees Noseee | don't Know..eKnow the name..." 


"Easy," Vincent coaxed, sitting down on the edge of the bed. "You're among friends here. You're 
safe here. It's all right..." 


Slowly, the boy relaxed. His eyes opened, and blinked a few times, as If to accustom themselves 
to the dim light the candles played over the walls. Finally, he looked at Vincent. "Yous.. 
you're the Cowardly Lion," he whlispered. i 

That was one of the mildest reactions he'd ever gotten, and [t made him smile. “Not quite," he 
answered softly. "This Isn't Oz. But you're as safe here. ! am Vincent, and this..." == he 


gestured behind him -- "...is Father." 


The youth gazed at the older man, then looked eround the dimly-IIt chamber. "Where...?" he 
began, trying to sIt up. 


Father eased him back. "Now, no more of that," he admonished In his best "stern" voice. "You're 
nowhere neer strong enough to do anything Ifke that." 


"“Where...Is this?" 
“A safe place,“ Vincent assured him again. “Can you tel! us your name?" 
The boy stared at him. "My...name?" HIs mouth opened again, as If to speak, but nothing came 


out. Then, "“I.--! don't remember..." His falnt volce grew louder, more agitated. "I don't 
remember !" 


* 1] * 


"Easy, son," Father said, and Vincent turned to him. The older man mouthed one word -- 
“amnesita." It echoed his son's own thoughts. "Do you remember where you IIve?" 


“[neoetIn a cltye.." The glazed eyes closed, then snapped open again. "But | don't know what 
it's called. It's a big city... I Iive by myself..." The boy's volce became anxious; his 
breathing quickened, and lines of palin appeared in his face. 


"Easy..." the older man encouraged agaln. "It will all come back to youe You've had quite a 
blow to the head. You need rest." 


The youth seemed willing to accept his words; his eyes closed again, and he relaxed. Vincent 
started to stand, to let the boy sleep, but Father caught hIis wrist, urging him to walt. "Son," 
the older man sald, placing his free hand on the boy's arm, "the men who were chasing you..." 


The eyes opened agaln, looking at Father, then at Vincent. They were full of fear, fear mixed 
with confusion. "Vincent sald there were men after you when he found youe They were...shooting 
at you." 


“Sh-shooting.«.7" 
"You were hurt," Vincent sald soothingly. "! brought you here for help. Father Is a doctor." 


"Do you know who was shooting at you?" the older man asked. "Do you know a man named Kirrelson? 
Or something called MAVERA?" The boy shook his head. "Rest, then. It's all right. Sleep..." 
He moved away from the bed. 


Vincent watched as the eyes closed, and the youth's breathing slowed. He stralghtened the bed- 
clothes, then followed Father from the chamber. 


"Who Is Kirrelson, Father? And MAVERA?" 


The older man leaned wearily against the wall, his welght on his good leg and his eyes very far 
away. "Doctor Theodore Kirrelson was a brilliant research physician who worked with me at 
Chittenden Institute...several II fetimes ago. We were working on radiation exposure exper imenta- 
tions He was ambitious, hungry..." He looked away from Vincent, who saw the pain In his eyes. 
"|.»«esuspected Kirrelson was the one who made the accusations of Communtsm agalnst me. He wanted 
very much to be In charge of the project. Instead, the project folded..." 


He sighed. “MAVERA... While we worked on our research, one of the soldiers had a recurrence of 
malartae He'd caught the disease In the South Pacific during the war, and quinine controlled It 
relatively well -- untift he was exposed to an unacceptable level! of radiation." Hfs eyes were 
unfocussed; Vincent knew he was seeing the past, not the present. "The malaria virus had mu- 
tated, and quinine couldn't contain It. Nothing we had could contain It. That poor boy..." 


His voice trailed off, and he turned to look squarely at hIs son. "The mutated virus was finally 
contained, and we searched for a cure. The only thing we found killed Its host, killed the 
patient as well." His gaze turned pensive. "But everything to do with MAVERA was destroyed, and 
no one person was [Involved In the project from start to finish except me. There should be no 
record of It. Nobody should even remember It -- except KIirrelson..." 


“What does It all mean?" his son asked softly. 
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"!# Kirrelson Is experlImenting with MAVERA...-" He shook his head. "Vincent, do you think 
Catherine could help us with something?" 


"Of coursee What would you Iike her to do?" 


HIs eyes were far away again as he answered. "Only three other men would be IIkely to remember 
Kirrelson, and MAVERA. We need her to locate them." 


"1'Il go now," he replied, starting for the older man's chamber to get his cloak. 


"No! You're not strong enough to go Above yet." But his opposition wasn't as firm as It might 
have been. 


"I'll only be a little while. | won't stay." Above was a cold world -- but Father's explanation 
chilled hIm far more. 


"I'll glve you a list of the names," Father sald. "But tell Catherine to take care. They are 
probably In some classified file." 


"She wlll be careful." He was sure of Ite She could more than take care of herself. 


+etett 


"Hey, giri-friend, you ask for some pretty heavy things these days!" Edie exclaimed as she sat at 
her computer and punched the pilfered codes Into the system. "If we do get caught, you Know a 
good lawyer who can defend me?" 


Catherine laughed softly. True, they were golng outside thelr own data banks, but It wasn't as 
if they were going into Pentagon files -- yet. The Department of Defense was far enough. But 
she had to do It for Vincent; his note was urgent. 


When she had found the folded paper under her French doors that morning, she wondered .why he 
hadn't wakened her to ask In person. She hadn't seen him In days, and worried that something was 
seriously wrongs The night before, she'd sensed he was In trouble; she'd felt It even In her 
sleep. 


His note promised he'd see her the following night, to learn what her foray Into the computer 
revealed. If he didn't come, she would go Below, to find him. 


"Victim number one," Edle Interrupted her thoughts as a file scrolled across her work=station. 
"Charles Frank." The screen showed a gaunt, thin-halred man. “According to thls, worked on half 
@ dozen government grants.e New Mexico, Arizona, Pennsylvania... Aha!" The black woman let the 
Information scroll further. "You want to know current residence? Forest Lawn. He dled in '78." 
"What? Are you sure?" 


"See for yourself." 


Catherine did just that, and the numbers "1978" glared back at her. "All right, he's dead. 
Let's try Jeffrey Martin." 


* 13 * 


Edie tapped the keys again, and a new file appeared. "Oh, this one's not going to be so easy. 
ThIs one... Let's see, he left his job at the Chittenden Research Institute and went to work for 
the AEC, which then changed Its name to the NRC... Hmmm... Interesting legal note. Seems he 
died In 1973 from leukemla, and hIs wife filed a lawsult against the NRC, claiming radiation 
from his job caused the disease." 


"So he's dead, too." Catherine sighed. If all the men on Vincent's IIst were dead, he wouldn't 
be pleased at all; the urgency In hIls note told her that. "One more to go -=- Robert McCal!." 


The screen cleared again, and Edie brought up yet another new file. But as soon as It appeared, 
ared warning flashed across the bottom of the screen. "ENTER SECURITY CLEARANCE CODE." 


“We're gettin' outta here, Cathy!" her friend declared as she slammed off the computer's power 
switch; It was a desperate attempt to keep the Department of Defense from tracing the Inquiry 
back to her. The last thing the two women saw was a note at the bottom of the screen: “Current 
residence -- New York City." 


"He's here, Edie! Turn that thing on agaln, and we'|| use our own files. See If he's ever had 
any altercations with the City." She pushed a stray lock of hair back from her face. “And If 
that doesn't work, we'll see If New York Telephone has any record." 


"It's gonna take a few minutes to get back on-line. So do this poor hacker a favour In return, 
huh, and go get me a Sprite from the machine. It looks IIke I'm not gonna get any lunch today." 


Catherine smiled, and reached for her change purse as she got to her feet. Considering the risks 
she was asking Edie to take, a Sprite was the least she could do. Maybe dinner, too. Maybe at 
the Top of the Sixes... 


The computer was running again by the time she returned, and Edie was busily scrolling through a 
list that began to blur after awhile. "I'll say he's had contact with the City," she remarked. 
“i*ye found at least one arrest -- for murder. Then there's an awful lot of other notes, some 
testimony and the like. Looks Itke Joe's had some contact with him." 


“And, of course, Joe Is In Albanye Can you print that out for me?" 


"Sure," her friend replied, and Initlated the necessary command. “You must want this case pretty 
bad, gir!i-friend. This man sounds dangerous." 


She watched the materlal print out, and nodded. “He sure does." She had to wonder what Vincent 
wanted with such aman, but she had never known him to want anything for the wrong reason. 


So she would tell him two on his IIst were dead -- and the third was perl lous. 


*% 2 ht & 


Vincent tapped on her window In the dead of night, knowing she would be waltIng. The doors 
opened Immediately, and she flew out to him, her arms tight about him as she rested her head 
against his chest. He drew back Instinctively as her hand brushed the still-palnful wound at his 
stde. 


"Vincent..-!" She drew back, and her eyes searched his face. "You're hurt! 1 should have 
knowne se" 
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“It Is nothing to be concerned with," he soothed. "Father has tended It well." 

"How?" she asked. 

"It was only a graze..." 

Her eyes fllled with horror. "You were shot?" she gasped, grabbing hfs arm. 

He freed himself, and touched his palm to her cheek. "It's all right..." 

“Who did It? Did they see you?" 

He knew the question she really asked -- did they see he wasn't quite human? “There were...some 
thugs chasing a boy In the park night before last. They were shooting at him, and | went to stop 


them. He was hurt badly. He Is Below with us; there was no time to take him anywhere else." 


"What about his family?" she asked, remembering the questions her own absence had ralsed when she 
was teken Below for the first time, tn strikingly stmitar circumstances. 


"Heeeehas no memory of them," he told her. "A blow to his head has taken hIis memory, or at least 
pert of It. He says he can see things, but can't put names to them." He had spent much of the 
day talking to the boy, and had found him to be a wealth of Information about everything -- and 
nothing. The youth could paint pictures with words, but could put names to none of them. He was 
eble to hold on to names when told them -- the city he lived In was New York, and he recognized a 
few of the Items In Vincent's chamber. But he was stIill very weak, and they weren't able to talk 
muche “He did mention his father, but where he might be, or who he Is...we have no Idea." 


“Do you think one of those men you asked me to find had something to do with It?" 

He shrugged. "Maybe, but we don't know who. Did you find anything?" 

"Two of them are dead, both for over ten years. The other one [Ives here In New York." She 
handed him the pages the computer had printed, and he read them while she talked. “He seems to 


be a very dangerous man." 


Vincent could see that for himself. He read a number of reports of shooting Incidents, dozens of 
them, and not once had McCall ever stood trial. He had been cleared of all the charges. 


*!s he the one who shot your friend?" Catherine asked., "Is that why you're looking for him?" 


He shook his head. "“"This.e..!s for Father." Though why Father would want to find such a dan- 
Qerous MANee. 


“Will you bring the boy Above now? | can make arrangements with Peter..." 

He shook his head again. “No, not until we ere sure he Is safe." He tucked the papérs under his 
=) ey 

cloak, then touched her face again, gently. “This ts greatly apprectated, CatherIne. | will 


come again, when | have more time." 


She smiled, and he turned away, Into the night, to find his way over roof-tops and through alleys 
to his home. 


#15 * 
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The nightmare began with the telephone, with a call from a voice out of the past -- the very 
distant past. 


Robert McCall recognized the name, the detested volce. He didn't IIke Kirrelison, hadn't IIked 
him even when he'd been assigned to Security for the Chittenden Research Institute over thirty 
years back. It was his second assignment for the Company; he was responsible for keeping classI- 
fied Information out of the wrong hands. 


"You remember me, McCall. That makes everything so much easter. There ts something | want you 
to do for me..." 


As If he would do anything for Kirrelson. it was doubtful the man -- an egomaniac, a greedy man, 
one who saw science only as a way to make himself rich and powerful -- had changed with the 
passing of all those years. And he sald so. 


"Oh, | think you'll help mee You'll find Jacob Wells for me." 


Another name from the past. He hadn't heard of -- much less heard from -- Wells since the 
hearings. He testified on the man's behalf, stating the sclentist's call for the ban of atomic 
weapons and thelr research wasn't Communist-InspIired, but was the desperation of a doctor trying 
to save IIves. 





But Wells lost his license, and vanished. McCall! Imagined him off somewhere, demonstrating 
against SDI. 


Even so, he wouldn't help Kirrelson. "Not on your life." If Wells was underground, It was his 
choice. He wouldn't send a cretin IIke Kirreison after himee. 


"No, not on my life. On your kid's." 


The words froze him. He wasn't married when he was at Chittenden. Now, he had two children to 
protect. One other person had tried to reach him through them; that man was dead. 


“(*m giving you one week to find him, McCall," the hated voice continued. "If you haven't found 
him by then, and told me where he Is, I'll kill the boy. iI'tl call you In a few days, to check 
on your progress." Then the IIne went dead. 


He didn't belleve It, not even as he dialed the famillar number and listened to the phone ring, 
and ring, and ringe So Scott was at school, or with friends, or practicing, or even at his 


mother's, In Connecticut... 


He still didn't belleve Kirrelson when he called again, half an hour later, and the phone stil! 
rang, and rangeee 


And apparently Kirrelson knew he wouldn't belleve. The knock at the door startied him, and he 
rushed madly for It, hoping he would see a famlilfar face beyond It. 


It was a youngster, but not the one he hoped for. “Mr. McCall?" At his nod, the boy held out a 
clipboard and a small box. “Delivery. Sign at 22, please." 
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He scrawled ‘his signature, snatched the box, stripped off the cord. <A bed of cotton.eeand the 
gold chain and cross he'd given his son on his last birthday. 


He Ilfted It with trembling fingers and, as the IIght caught on the glittering metal, knew 
Kirrelson spoke truth. 


That was when he called Control. 

“Kirrelson vanished from Johns Hopkins last month, along with a new strain of malarla virus he 
was working on," the senlor agent told him. "The records say something about exposure to un- 
stable ltsotopes..." 


"MAVERA.--* McCall whispered. It had to do with MAVERA -- and Wells. 


That was five days ago. Since then, there had been !Ittle word from Control, and one call from 
Kirrelson. The mocking laughter did nothing to Improve his temper. 


He began a search for Jacob Wells, at least so the doctor might help them with whatever Kirrelson 
was up to. And he had his own people out looking for Kirrelson -- and for hIs son. 


The phone rang, startling him, and he snatched the receiver. “McCall, he barked. 


"Robert," Control replied. “There's been no sign of Jacob Wells, not since he vanished after the 
McCarthy hearings. It's as If the earth opened up and swallowed him." 


"No trace of him?" He knew his old friend was aware of the stakes they played for; he'd spelled 
them out carefully enough for him. 


“(t's been over thirty years, Robert. It's more than IIkely he's dead by now." 


McCall sighed heavily. “If he Is, then so Its Scott." And If Kirrelson harmed the boy In any 
WOYVece 


"He can't hold you responsible If the man dled years ago..." 
“But he will. You never knew him the way | did. He Its very, very vindictive. He won't take 
‘no’ for an answer." He sank down Into a chair. “We must find him, Control. And not Just for 


ecefor Scott. if he has anything along the IInes of MAVERA..." 


He had already explained MAVERA. The virus hadn't even made It to beIng Classified before belng 
destroyed. He'd approved of the move, both then and now. Some things were better left unknown. 


“Has Kostmayer or any of the others found anything?" 


“Nothing concrete," McCall replied. "There are a few trails, but they keep leading Into blind 
alleys. {f they don't find something soon... We've only got three more days left." 


"We will find him, Robert," Control sald before hanging up. McCall realized the agent hadn't 
sald who they would find. 


A knock at the door shook him from his thoughts. Maybe It would be some other delivery from 


* 47 * 


Kirrelson, some other trail to follow... 


The last one... He'd set Kostmayer on It, but Mickey reported back negatively. ‘The delivery 
service sald It was a pick-up from a hotel room; the room wasn't rented, and hadn't been for a 
week and a half. 


Maybe this time, they'd have better luck. Maybe this time, someone saw somethIngee- 


He went to the door and gazed through the peep-hole, then gasped. He recognized that face, even 
more than thirty years olderee. 


He threw back the bolt and opened the door. And his voice was harsh, his eyes cold, as he 
greeted his visitor. "Jacob Wells." 


“eee & 


Father looked at the man he'd called "friend" more than thirty years before, and wondered at the 
transformation. Age had taken a toll on all of them, but It seemed to have carved something out 
of Robert McCall's soul. 

He'd thought he knew the man; once, perhaps, he had. But as he read the Information Catherine 
had given Vincent, he knew the man he remembered, the man who risked his own career to testify 
before Senator McCarthy on behalf of a crusading doctor, was gone. And when he read the reports 
of all the shooting Incidents, he began to wonder If McCall himself hadn't been one of the men 
shooting at the boy. 

People changed over time -- and It had been thirty yearse.. 


“What are you dolng here?" The voice was cold, as It had been when McCall stated his name. 
Father was surprised the man remembered him. Was he Involved with Kirrelson? 


"1 need to talk to you," he said bluntly. 


“Come In, please." The courtesy was over-emphasized, and the man made a sweepingly theatrical 
gesture as he opened the door wider. . 


Father hesitated a moment, feeling {tIike a fly entering a spider's web. But he had to have 
answers, and Robert McCall was the only person who might be able to provide them. 


He entered the apartment, and restrained a whistle of appreciation. It wasn't quite Catherine's 
plush residence, bought for her by a doting, wealthy father, but it definitely had a subtle hint 
of "money" written all over It. Was It blood money...? 

"What can | do for you, Jacob?" McCall asked In a voice that dripped ice. 

“| came to talk to you about...about Theodore Kirrelson." 


The cold eyes flickered. "What about him?" 


"It seems he has shown some Interest In reviving MAVERA." But there was no surprise In the other 
man's face; It was evident he already knew about It. 
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"And where did you get this Informatton?" 


"From Geeefriend of my son's." That was the easlest way to explain It. If McCall was Involved 
In the shooting a few nights back, he certainly wasn't going to tell the gunman where to find his 
victim. “He said he'd heard both names bandled about." 


An untruth, but a suitable one. The only thing the boy wasn't able to remember was names. He 
could paint vivid word pictures, pictures he sald he saw In his mind. HIs amnesia was highly 
selective. And Father had to wonder at It. 


“What else did he say about those names?" 
He considered his answer. "Not much," he sald finally. It was the truth. 


McCall crossed the living room to a chest standing In one corner; it functioned as a bar. "Why 
is It that your answers sound very evasive?" 


it was a mark of the mane He had always been highly perceptive, even In thelr days together so 
long ago. If he had pursued his career In Intell!Igence with the vigour he had shown In his early 
days, he wouldn't miss much. He had to be careful... 


"| have often wondered where you went after the heariInge J! actually tried to find you. But 
there ts something very interesting about that, Jacob. No matter where | looked, no matter what 
contacts | used -- and | have very extensive contacts at my disposal -- no one Knew where you 
were. No one knew where you went after you left Chittenden." He turned, a half-filled glass In 
one hand. "Drink?" 


Father shook his head. He watched the other man walk past the windows; he stopped beside the 
plano. “Where have you been, Jacob?" 


He didn't answer. He couldn't. He'd spent half his I!fe bullding the society In the tunnels; he 
wasn't about to betray it. 


McCall reached toward the chess set on the baby grand, and IiIifted a pawn. “Who came to you, 
Jacob?" 


“We call him Olfver." Vincent had called him that, naming him for another foundling brought Into 
a society that didn't exist... 


“And how does he know about Kirrelson?" 

Father knew, but wasn't about to tell this man he no longer recognized. Oliver remembered men 
demanding a name, demanding to know where a man was, but remembered no names. Father understood 
that, knew how both hysterical and traumatic amnesla worked. That need to not remember, combined 


with a head Injury, made for a worrisome condition indeed. 


He looked at McCall, standing before photographs of what had to be his own family. Maybe If he 
told him about the boy, of the need to get Oliver safely back to his own father... 


No! He couldn't take that chance, couldn't risk exposing the boy, exposing Vincent, exposing 
thelr world Below. So he stayed silent. 
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"!¢ you cannot be stralghtforward with me, | have no reason to belleve anything you say." McCal | 
turned sharply, slamming the chess piece back onto the board. 


Father could only stand there, staring at the man. The worst he could think was that McCall was 
tn league with Kirrelson. The best... The best was that he would get no help from him. 


Elther way, It would be a waste of time to stay. "Then there Is nothing left to say." He turned 
to the door, opened It, and left, a hollow feeling Inside. 


He'd left something far behind... 


*& && & & 


Vincent put a disc on the turntable and wound the crank. Mouse had found the record In a dump- 
ster behind an old house, and he'd learned to Ignore the crackling static and skips in the pieces 
of classical music. It made for a perfect background. 


He turned, to find Oliver setting the chess-men on the board he'd placed by the bed. "I! thought 
| told you to stay lying down," he admonished. 


The boy had the decency to look chagrined. "I can't play tying down," he protested, leaning back 
on one elbow. "And | don't take much of anything lying down." 





“{ believe that," Vincent answered, pulling a chair closer to the bedside. "You do know how to 
play chess, don't you?" 


He nodded. "i know the pieces. I! just can't remember what they're called." He picked up a 
plece from the back row, a rook. "This can go longwise or sideways, unt!! It runs Into something 
else." His blue eyes met Vincent's. "Right?" 

"Right," the tunne!l-dweller confirmed, then Iffted a knight. “And this?" 

“Two forward, one to the side," Oliver answered. "But | should know Its name. { know | should!" 
"Easyeoe It will come back to youe Just give It time. And make the first move." 


The boy smited at him, and moved a pawn two spaces forward. 


The move was a blatant challenge. He did know how to play chess -- elther that, or he knew very 
little of the game. It would be Interesting to see him play Father. 


The needle moved from one band of the record to the next as they played; at the beginning of a 
new tune, the boy smiled agaln. "You know the music?" Vincent asked. 


Oliver nodded. "“Moonl!ght Sonata," he answered simply. "Doesn't everyone?" 
"And the plece before?" Was this the breakthrough they'd hoped for? 
"Tchalkovsky," Ollver replied. "The Sleeping Beauty Waltz." HIs smile brightened. "1 remember! 


| remember them!" Then his elation vanished. "But | still can't remember my name. My own 
name!" 
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"Give Itt time," Vincent sald, this time with more confidence. He moved another plece on the 
chess-board. “Oliver, do you remember any of what happened before you came here?" 


They hadn't told the boy where he was, but he seemed content that he was safe. They'd discussed 
taking him Above, to see If he could find anything famillar, find hIs way home. But It was still 
too dangerous; Kirrelson's men might be waiting for hime And the doctor In Father wouldn't allow 
him to put the boy at risk. 


“| remember.eemene They had me In a derk room, a damp room. And they kept asking me about a 
mane They wanted to know what name he went by now." His head came up. “The Marrlage of 
Figaro," he concluded as the musIic changed again. 


"By?" 


"Mozart." He seemed more confident now. "I know that name -- but | didn't know the one they 
wanted to Know. They showed me a picture, but | didn't know the face. [...! can't remember It 
now." He shook his head, and Vincent remembered the blows the boy had taken. 


"Don't push yourself," he encouraged. "You're doing fine." He looked down at the chess~board. 
Fine was a mild term; the boy was beating him badly. The old Victrola slowed; he went to crank 
It again, and turned the record. "They thought you knew? Is that why they beat you?" 


Oliver shook his head. "l...1 don't think so. They wanted something out of my father. Maybe 
they thought he knew something. That name, maybe. Dad knows lots of things IIke that." He 
shrugged. "They were Just hoping, | guess. 1! think they got thelr Jollles out of doing It." 


"Do you remember them shooting at you?" 


"Not really," the boy admitted. "I remember getting free. They had me tiled up, and | cut the 
ropes on a broken pipe. Then | ran. I didn't really know where | was going, but | wanted to get 
home, to my Dad's. So I Just kept running, and they were chasing me..." He shivered. 


"You're safe here, Ollver. There's nothing to be afrald of any more." 
“Why do you call me that?" 


In answer, Vincent reached for a worn leather=bound book lyIng on the table besIde the bed; he'd 
read from it whenever the boy slept. Flipping through the pages, he began to read aloud. "'l, 
Mrs. Manne We name our foundiings In alphabetical order. The last was a S -- Swubble, | named 
hime This was a T == Twist, ! named him!" 


He let the book fall closed In his hand, and looked at the smIling youth. “We get foundl Ings 
down here, but they mostly come with names. Still, who am | to argue with Mr. Bumble?" 


“1 Just wish | could remember my real name. I! know | have one. I can see my Dad, calling me. 
But | just can't hear his voice. 1 can't hear what he's calling me." 


"It will come to you," Vincent sald again, and he belleved It. Memory was already beginning to 
returns. 


Oliver moved another chess plece, but absently, and his opponent found a flaw In his strategy. 
"I wish | could go out and see If I could find anything familfar. Maybe | could find my way 
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“Perhaps when Father returns." 
“Where has he gone?" 


"To see a man, someone who knows those names. Catherine has found someone who might be able to 
help us." 


“Catherine,” the boy repeated, and Vincent wondered at his pensive tone. "That's my sister's 
name," he continued wistfully. 


"Goode" That gave them a lead In finding his familly, even It It was a slim one. 


“But she's dead," he concluded. "She died when | was little, when | was six." HlIs eyes re- 
turned to the present, to his companion. “I have another sister, a half-sister. But | don't 
remember her name." 


“Maybe another game wil! help," Vincent sald as he moved his KIng's knight. "Checkmate." 


*ee he & 


Jacob Wells was easy to follow. McCall was sure the doctor had no ftdea he was belng talled, and 
he'd spent too many years gliding through shadows to be caught at something so simple. 


But It took all his concentration. It had rattled him when the man appeared so conveniently on 
his doorstep. It had to be part of some consplracy, something to do with Kirrelson and MAVERA. 


Maybe the two men had been In on some scheme for more than thirty years, since they'd last seen 
each other. Maybe they wanted him for something, were playing both ends agatnst the middle, 
setting him off guard -- and setting him up. Maybe there was something they wanted from him, 
something to do with MAVERA. 


Although Wells should know that everything to do with the virus had been destroyed... 


The man's refusal to tell him where he had been for the past thirty years said something was 
amisse No one could just be swallowed up as Wells seemed to be. There had to be some sort of 
explanation -- and he was golng to have It. Wherever the man had kept himself might hold a clue 
to Kirrelson -- and his son. All he had to do was follow the man -- Invisibly. 


Wells started down the steps to the subway, blending tn with men and women In overcoats and 
sults, all heading for the trains. The Elghty~Sixth Street station was always crowded during 
rush hour, and McCall was sure the sclentist would try to lose himself tn that mob of people. 
But only three tralns ceme through the station, and whichever one he took, it was a fair distance 
to a stop. He could find Wells on the train. 


He was positive he would not lose that tenuous [Ink to hIs son. 


He was so Intent on the people crowded on the platform that he nearly missed [t. Wells slid 
through a door that should have been locked, and vanished from sight. 


So he thought to hide. He would do no such thing. 
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The door opened effortlessly, and McCall eased himself Into the dimly-lit room. Brooms, a few 
tool boxes, a rusty bucket, a mop that had seen better days... And shadows. But one shadow 
moved, quickly, and by the time he found his way to It, there was no one there. 


His small Walther automatic tn hIs hand, he perused the room It was empty; he was alone In a 
large closet. He had lost Wells. With a sigh, he leaned a hand against the wall. 


And the brick under his hand moved slightly. 


A section of the wall slid away, revealing a dark stone passage. He entered the cavern, his 
steps slow and sllent. The hidden entrance closed behind him, but he gave It little thought. If 
Wells had a way out, he'd find It later. 


He followed footprints In the dust. The cavern descended, twisting as It went down. He was 
probably several stories underground, well below the subways, when he heard the clanging of the 
pipes over his head. The tunne! smoothed out, and the patterns beaten on the pipes sent shivers 
along his sptne. 


There were people down here. Perhaps this was Kirrelson's hide-out, where he'd taken Scott. And 
If It waseee 


if It was, he'd see them al! eradicated. The Company had a fine team of exterminators. 


He heard voices, startling after the silence and the sounds of tapping. Quietly, he moved 
closer, closer... 


Open passageways led Into rooms, rooms filled with furniture, knick-knacks, peopfe... Al! kinds 
of people -- young, old, children, people of every size and colour. Their clothes were heavy, 
and either hand-made or patched; they looked like a cross between country rustic and slightly 
medieval romantic. It made sense, he realized as he pulled his trenchcoat closer. It was cold 
In the tunnels. ~ 


The community Itself made IIttle sense to him, though. It certainly wasn't a sclentific estab- 
lishment, not with the people he saw. No equipment, no labs. And, as much as everything looked 
clean, It wasn't sterile. So what was Wells dolng down here? And was Kirrelson here, too? 


The attack came from the shadows, and he barely kept from shooting as he saw some glimmer of the 
face -~ If It could be called that. The creature was tall, taller than he, and bipedal. It 
stood IIke a man, moved like a man... 


But no man he'd ever seen looked IIike that. The features were leonIne, the moves cat-I Ike, 
gracefule Was Wells experimenting with gene-splicing? Had he simply missed seelng the labs? 
Was Kirrelson really here? Were the experiments successful? And If so, why not make thelr re- 
sults public, and accept the accolades of the scientific commun!ity? 


And why was this not known by the medical community -- or by the Company? 
"You will go no further," a voice growled from a mouth fllled with sharp, polnted teeth, teeth 
bered for his benefit. The leontne being wore a dark cloak that hid most of his figure, blending 


him Into the shadows he'd come from, but McCall could still see enough to take alm. And he 
wasn't defanged yet. 
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“fj will," he answered In a steady voice. He brought the gun up, where the creature could see It. 
If It were Intelllgent enough to speak, perhaps It knew what a bullet could do. And what he 
would do. 


"Vincent," Wells said from the shadows. "He will use that gun; | am sure of It." 


McCall's eyes told him he was right. 
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Father Itmped Into his chamber, and seated himself across a table from the Intruder. He had many 
questions for the man, questions that had to be answered before the Counc!! could decide how to 
deal with him. 


But McCall spoke before he could. "Have you...been down here for all the thirty years?" 
The question took him aback; he hadn't expected It. “Most of It." The answer would do little 


herme That had already been done. 


"! can understand..ewhy you are hesitant to talk about It," McCail continued. “About where 
you've been. It Is-e.-equite a place here." 


"Father has worked hard to make this a safe place," Vincent told him from his place by the 
stairs. 


The patriarch of the world Below wished his adopted son wouldn't stand quite so defensively; It 
would only cause problems. "Why did you follow me down here?" he asked McCall. It was as good a 
question as any, and now that the other man knew his secret, It was possible the one-time Intel- 
ligence agent would give him an honest answer. 

"i.ee) heard from Kirrelson a few days back. He..-asked me to find you." 

“Which you promptly did," Vincent sald In a hard volce. 


Father held up a hand to stop further hostile comment. "Did he say why he wanted me found?" 


"No," McCall replied. "But { did a IIittle checking on my own, with my sources. They said he's 
stolen a strain of malarlta virus, one exposed to futetium-1 76." 


“MAVERA." It was like a nightmare. If the virus were now properly exposed to uranium-255, It 
could be the death of them all. But he was the only one who knew thet -- for now. 


“And, as | sald, none of my sources knew where you were, where you've been since Chittenden." 
The former agent looked stralght at hIm. "Then you appear on my doorstep, asking questions about 


Kirrelson -- and MAVERA. It seemed too much of a colncidence." 


“And Theodore wants to know where | am..." it made frightening sense. “So you followed me, so 
you could tel! him." 


"No." McCall shook his head. "1! came..." He stopped again. "I came to ask about this friend 
of your son's. What he might know about Kirrelson." 
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"I"ve told you all the boy knows, Robert." It was easler to trust him now, knowing his Interest. 
Thirty years before, McCall! had been the one to help him hide MAVERA, to destroy everything to do 
with the project. 


“What else does he know? Where did he hear about It? Does he know where Kirrelson is?" 
"No!" Vincent answered quickly. 


“He came to us for sanctuary," Father explained, deliberately keeping hfs answer vague. He'd 
spent the night wondering where the boy's home was, who his father might be. None of the sclen- 
tists on the project were likely to have a boy barely out of his teens. "He was assaulted In the 
park, by Kirrelson's mene We think he was trytng to turn them in to the police." 


“Someone had a change of heart," the one-time agent commented, and Father saw no reason to con- 
tradict him. “i would like to see him, to talk to him." 


The resolve In his volce told them he would not take "no" for an answer. "If he can lead us to 
Kirrelson..." the former Intelligence operative went on. “Any help he might give could enable us 
to stop him before he does something rash." 


Father sat silently for a moment. He remembered the Robert McCal! of years back -=- a thorough, 
cautious man. Perhaps he could coax more out of the boy, help him remember a ltttle more than 
the music. And perhaps he could plece together some of the portraits Oliver's words palnted, and 
heip them find Kirrelson before the sclentist discovered the connection between urantum-235 and 
MAVERA. 


“All right," he said finally. “But only for a moment. He was hurt by those men, and needs his 
rest. Vincent, would you see [f Ollver Is awake? He doesn't know all that much," he told McCall 
as they walted. "It will do little good to push him tf he says he doesn't know." In fact, It 
could do great harm, but he wouldn't give the other man that leverage. "And he tires easily." 


‘Ever the doctor, aren't you, Jacob?" 
“License or no, that Is the one thing | could never give up," he rep!ied. 


"Andee eVincent?" 


“He was brought to us when he was only days old, abandoned neer the old St. Vincent's Hosp!tal. 
We took him In, and | ralsed him as my own sone" He thought he saw something flicker In his 
listener's eyes, but It was gone as quickly as It came. "He Is another reason we have secreted 
ourselves here. It Is the only place where people like Kirrelson won't try to take him apart to 
find out what he Is." That very thing had happened before; the memory of It sent a shudder 
through him. "So | must ask you to keep our secret." 


McCall opened his mouth to speak, but Vincent's volce prevented any answer. “He's awake." 


Father pushed himself to his feet. "This way," he instructed, and led the way; Vincent brought 
up the rear. 


They stopped In the doorway of Vincent's chamber. Candlelight flickered on the face of the boy 


sitting on the bed. The bruises on his face were clearing up, and the bandage on his head was 
much smaller than the first one. He moved more easily, seemed to be recovering from his ordeal. 
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Perhaps his memory would return soon, todece. 


*°Ollver,” Father began, entering the room and descending the two steps to the main floor. "You 
have a guest." 


The boy bristled, then turned to look at the man behind him. McCall gasped, and the boy's eyes 
widened. "Dad!" 
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The former agent Ignored the steps, and reached the bedside In a few swift strides. He gathered 
his son Into his arms, the wash of relief closing his throat and dampening his eyes as he heid 
him close. As his arms tightened, he heard a sudden gasp of paln. 


"Scott?" he questioned softly, holding him at arms’ length and looking at him carefully. Even tn 
the dim light, he noted the gauze over one temple. The fading brulses almost dIisgulsed the boy's 
pallor, but experience tempered McCall's Judgement; he recognized the signs. 


His son's eyes were damp and bright, the smile tentative and silly -- all he needed to know his 
world was right again. His fingertips jightly trailed along one bruised cheek=~bone, and his palm 
cupped the dark and bristled Jaw, his thumb wiping away a trailing tear. 


Then Scott was In his arms again, his grip about the boy's shoulders this time, not sure what 
brulses the long shirt concealed, but unwilling to cause any further discomfort. The blond head 
rested on his shoulder, and he absently ralsed one hand to the long hair. Gentle fingers encoun- 
tered an abnormal! swelling, and Scott jerked at the touch. 


"Scott?" he questioned again, letting the boy back, but sti!l gripping his shoulders. The blue 
eyes were clouded, and he turned to look at the others standing near the bed. “Jacob, Is he all 
right?" 

"A concussion," the physician answered. “But his memory [fs beginning to return..." 

"| couldn't remember any names, Dade Mine, yours..." 

Father put a hand on the boy's shoulder. "But the gunshot wound would heal better If..." 


"Shot?" McCal! stared at his son. 


The boy nodded as Father spoke. "When Vincent brought him here, he'd been shot -- a graze to his 
head, and a bullet In his side. It caught In his ribs; | was able to remove It..." 


But McCall was already easing his son back down on the pIllows.e His hand brushed the bandages 
wrapped around one of the boy's wrists, and he turned questioning eyes on the man who had been 
Jacob Wells. 


"He'd been tied up- The bonds had cut Into his wrists." 
“+ 

The one-time agent sighed, and caught one of the boy's hands tightly In his. "But he'l! be all 

right?" 


-_ 


"I belfleve so. The amnesia ts the worst of my concerns..." 
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"But | remember now!" Scott interrupted. "It's IIke...ltke something Just unlocked a door, and 
everything's got a name agaln." 


“Is that the leverage Kirrelson used on you?" Vincent asked quietly, hls tone no longer hostile. 


McCall nodded. "He said that, unless | found you, brought you to him, he would..." But even 
thinking of Kirrelson's words sent a shiver up hls spine, one he could not suppress. Scott's 
hand tightened In hIs, and he gave the boy a brief smile. The fear was stIill all too real... 


“The only question | have Is why he would resort to such tactics," Father mused. "I can under- 
stand his wanting to rediscover MAVERA, and claim some sort of pralse for It. But what does he 
Intend to do with It? Sell It as a blologica!l weapon?" 


*No," Scott sald softly, and all eyes turned to him. "He sald something about ransom, about 
holding something as ransom." 


"Extortion," McCall breathed. "He Intends to hold...what? The city? The state? All of the 
United States? -- or elsewhere? -- hostage for money. He has always seen money as power, and now 
sees MAVERA as a way to obtain It." 


“But once he has obtalned his money, surely he knows he will be sought as a criminal." 

Vincent's quiet comment made him think for a moment. "Not If he asks for enough. He could make 
his escape out of the country, go to some place that doesn't have an extradition treaty with us, 
and live out his life In comfort. And as long as he has MAVERA, he'l! be a danger wherever he 
ise" He sat back, but didn't pull his hand from his son's grasp. "He must be stopped." 

“How?" Father asked. "Do you know where he Is?" 


McCall! looked at his sone "Scott?" 


The boy raised his free hand. “I have ho tdea where he Is. It was up In the Catacombs some- 
where, | think, ‘cause | remember running south. But | Just wanted to get as far away from there 
as possible." 


"So he has to be drawn out," the former agent stated flatly. He wasn't surprised the boy didn't 
remember. Between the fright and the Injurles, and being chased by gunmen, no, [It wasn't sur- 


prising at all... 


“But how? He Isn't IIkely to come Into the open unless..." Vincent's deep voice trailed off, 
his comment unfinished. 


“.eeunless you have something to offer him," Father said. "Unless you tell him you've found me." 


"You can't do that! Itt will put you fn too much danger, Father. And not only you, but the 
tunnels as well." 


“We will have to do It In a way that will not endanger your community." McCall sat for a moment, 


thinking. "And we will have to make sure Kirrelson thinks | have no reason to be plotting 
against him." 
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"That could be a tall order..." 


"But there Is a way..." the one-time Intelligence man sald. 
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Now that he had a chance to look eround the living room of McCall's apartment, Father could see 
the care the other man had put Into his homee It was more than a place to demonstrate his 
wealth; Itt was a place of memories, littered with bits of his past. Photographs covered the 
plano, and he poked through them, finding one of a five-year-old, another of the same boy, one he 
could easily recognize as thelr Ollver. 


tf only he had seen that picture earlier. A lot of trouble and time might have been saved... 


“Here It Is," McCall said, calling him back to the table In the middle of the room, and to the 
file spread across It. He was sure It was classified materfai, and didn't want to know how his 
friend had obtained it. They had agreed not to ask questions that could not be answered. 


He sat down on the couch beside the other man and looked at the papers written on Johns Hopkins 
letterhead. The formulas were from an earlier day, and some of the symbols were written In what 
appeared to be a form of shorthand. But they progressed In a logical! pattern, and he sighed when 
he saw how far Kirrelson had gotten In the remanufacturing of MAVERA. "He's close, very close," 
he said at last, his voice little more than a whisper. In the quiet of the apartment, It was as 
tt he had shouted the words. 


“We will catch him, Jacob," McCall promised. "When he calls, we will balt our trap, and lead him 
right tnto our hands. And | am sure his theft of this material will be enough to put him away 
for a very long time." 


"You're sure he'll! cali?" 


“He wants this badly enoughe And he thinks | want Scott back." He swallowed hard before looking 
at his companion again. "I don't Know how to thank you for..efor all you did." 


“We would never turn away anyone who was In such desperate need of help," Father sald simply. 
“He'll be all right, Robert. | still know my medicine. I've been practicing Below for all these 
years." 


“You don't mind his staying with you until this fs all over?" 


The other man had to smile; they'd been over the subject time and again. “As we agreed, It's the 
safest place for him. Kirrelson and his vandals can't get to him. And Vincent certalnly enjoys 
hls company. There aren't too many Below who are at his level In the classics." 


The comment drew a smile from McCall. Father took a pair of reading glasses from hts pocket, 
putting them on as he picked up a sheet of paper. "He's found the lutetium-176, and we were 
phasing that out even before | left the project. Elther he remembers more than we give him 
credit for, or he's got some notes that weren't destroyed when..." : 


The ringing of the telephone Interrupted him. McCal! walked to the bar, where a speaker-phone 
was set up. "McCall." HIs volce was sharp. 
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"Good afternoon, Robert. Time's up. Have you found what | asked you to?" 


Even after thirty-four years, the sound of that volce made Father's skin crawl. He'd trusted 
Kirrelson, taken the young physictan-turned-researcher under his wing, wanted to share with him 
the magic of discovering what the Earth and al! Its wonders could do to -- for -- the human body. 
But Kirrelson lacked Idealism; he'd seen all that knowledge merely as someth tng to be explol ted. 


“Where fs my son?" McCall demanded. Father fought to hide a smile; the man made a more than 
convincing actor. 


"Oh, he's safe -- for the moment." 
And safe the boy was -- but Kirrelson didn't know that. The man was basing his whole deal on the 


fact that McCall hadn't bragged that his son was safe, and out of the scientist's dangerous 
hands. 


"So help me, If you hurt him, I'!l hunt you down IIke the animal you ere. And I will KITT you." 
The words came so fluldly, they might have been rehearsed. 


"He'll be back In your hands Just as soon as you give me what | want. Have you found him?" 


The volce was so cold that [{t took Father a moment to find the breath to speak. “Are you looking 
for me, Theo?" 


"Jacob." The tone became even colder, chilling Its hearers deeply. "I've been looking for you 
for years. How fortunate that McCall! tracked you down." 


“What do you want, Theo?" 

"To talk to youe Just a little chat..." His laughter was creepy, sending a shiver down Father's 
spine. He clung tightly to hls cane as he stood, and crossed the room toward the phone. "I'm 
sure McCall has told you | had to be a bit...how shall we say, persuas!ve?...to obtain his help." 
"He has," the tunnel-dweller answered as coldly as he could. 

"And If 1! know that blg, soft heart of yours, you're not going to let a young kid get himself 
killed If you can stop It. 1 know you too well, Jacob. | want you to meet mee In the park, 
tomorrow. At the west tunnel! at the 97th Street entrance, at noon. Be there -- or you can 
explain to McCall why you didn't show up -- at the funeral." The Iine went dead. 

“What do we do now?" 

"You do Just what | say..." McCall began. 
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*,eeAnd he wants me nowhere near that place," Father finished. "! want you to stay down here as 
well. It Is too close to the park entrance for my taste." 


"} am glad you won't be Involved," Vincent told him. “From what Ollver...no, Scott," he cor- 


rected, “has sald, Kirrelson sounds !Ike a very dangerous man." It was hard to remember to call 
the boy by another name, and Scott didn't seem to mind his new one, answering as easily to 
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"*Olfver" as to his own. "WIIl hfs father be Below tonight?" 


"No, he's staying In his apartment, talking to several other people who will be Involved. He has 
to keep up the appearance that the boy Is still missing. If he comes here, there are people who 
will wonder where he went." 


Vincent nodded, and looked over thelr old map of Central Park. "The reservoir entrance is 
close," he mused. “Thankfully, Kirrelson knows nothing of us." He looked up at Father. "But 
won't the 95th Street cut-through be crowded even at noon?" 


"All the better for avolding belIng noticed. The world Above Is a cold place, as we've told the 
children time and time againe No one notices what does not directly affect them." 


“But this does," his son answered. "it could be death for all of them." Father and McCall had 
explained MAVERA to him and Scott, and In much more detail than before. The Idea of such a 
weapon had visibly shaken the boy. Vincent had been appalled by It as well, but had buried his 
reaction. There had to be a way to stop the madness. 


"They don't see It," Father told him. "They don't see things the way we do <= the cause and 
effect, the chalIn reaction." He shrugged. "But after tomorrow, It will all be over." 


"One way or the other," Vincent replied softly, looking at the map agaln. 
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McCall checked his watch for the seventh time. It was stil! a full hour unti! the meeting with 
Kirrelson -- and It was time he erranged for a little back-up. He couldn't ask Control for help, 
for men; the senior agent would wonder why he would even chance such a meeting. No, Control knew 
he would never risk Scott's life -- and so he would wonder what was up. 


And that would put the world Below tn pertl. 

He couldn't do that. He owed Jacob Wells, owed him a great deal.e The man had saved his son's 
lIlfe, and at considerable risk to himself and all he held dear. He had Increased that debt by 
trying to save the world from MAVERA. HIs privacy, his secret, had to be protected. 


So help had to come from another source, from someone he could trust. Someone who would be 
discreet, who would understand when he refused to reveal the source of his Information. 


He had someone In mind, a man with Just those necessary qualifications. He hoped the man was 
avallable, and both willing and able to help. He hoped the man would belleve him -=- this time. 


Picking up the telephone, he reached for his book and flipped the pages with hlis free hand, 
looking for the number. Then he dialed... 
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it was rare to see Joe Maxwell emerge so quickly from his office. His anxlousness startled 
Catherine -- that, and his urgency. 


"| Just got a call from a reliable source that a ‘mad sclentist' with some sort of stolen blo- 
logical weapon Is coming out Into the open. We got a shot at him, Radcliffe. Want in?" 
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She'd already grabbed her coat. "You bet | doe Let's go." 
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“Knight to Queen's three," Scott sald with satisfaction. 


The game was going badly for Father. Vincent had seen signs of deceptive strategy In the boy's 
earlier playing, and had warned against It, but the older man considered himself a connolsseur of 
the game, and a consummate player. Any new opponent was falr game. 


it looked to be a slaughter. 


“Bishop to Queen's four," Father countered, making a move that surprised his son. "You play very 
much IIke your father. 1 think I'd have known who you were If I'd just played chess with you." 


“Maybe," the boy answered, moving his rook to trap his opponent's knight. "But Dad says I'm too 
unpredictable. That's what makes the real challenge." 


*! can see that..." The older man moved his second bishop. “But your father taught me a little 
about this game, too. It may have taken some thirty~odd years to all come back, but..." He 
smiled as he took his hand from the carved figure. "Bishop to King's three. And | do believe 
you're In deep trouble." 


Vincent frowned as he watched them play, but not because the moves were confusing; he, too, knew 
chess. Rather, he was confused by the hand the boy suddenly raised to his injured temple. 
"Oliver?" he querled softly, the name coming more naturally than the youngster's real one. “Are 
you ali right?" 


Scott waved him off with one hand, frowning In turn. "Bishop to King's three. You're killing 
off my knight." He looked up suddenly. "Did Kirrelson used to play with Dad?" 


Father hesitated a moment before answering, trying to remember. "Yes, yes, | believe he did, for 
awhile, at least. Until! Kirrelson showed what a bad sport he was." 


“Why2?" Vincent asked him quietly. 


"KIrrelsoneeesald somethingeece | heard him says..." The words were sporadic, disjolnted. "He 
sald he would beat Dad with his own strategy. Bishop to King's three. KIII the knight, and take 
the king cleanly." = 


Scott stood suddenly, pointing to the chess-board. "You have a knight here," and he gestured at 
the board, behInd the pivotal pleces, “and several pawns here. It's an unexpected attack, making 
pleces do what they're not expected to do. 


"He's golIng to have men where Dad doesn't expect them, and they're going to kil! him. Especially 
when he discover's you're not with him." é 
~? 


~~ 


“Your father Is very good at what he does," the older man sald soothingly, although Vincent could 
see he was worried. "He'll get through this..." 


"No! Not against someone he thinks he can bring In, when all that man wants to do Is kill him." 
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He turned to Vincent. "You sald Kirrelson picked the meeting place. That means he's got It set 
as a trap. Tell me where he Is." 


"You can't go," Vincent told him, paltned by the look In Scott's eyes. He, too, knew the fear 
that came when a loved one was In danger. 


"Someone has to warn him, let him know what Kirrelison's planning." The boy's eyes blazed with 
passion. "I can't Just stay here and do nothing. You know where they ere. Tell me, please." 


The tunnel-dweller glanced almost apologetically at Father. "It {ts very close to the access 
tunnel. If we stay In the trees, we should be safe." 


"Vincent, you can't be serious! It would be suicide for you to go Above In broad day!ight." The 
older man got to his feet, one hand resting on the table. "I forbid It." 


“This time, Father, you cannot do that." He looked from the older man to the boy, felt the 
agony, and the need. "We'll go slowly, but we'll be there In plenty of time." He gathered up 
his cloak, his concealment from the world. "Come." | 


He led the way from the chamber. 
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it was too late, far too late... 


McCall had arrived early at the meeting site, to check out the grounds. But Kirrelson must have 
come even hours before that, setting his men out on the perimeter, ready to close In when the 
time was right. He hadn't expected so many conspirators, hadn't expected to be besieged by 
nearly a full platoon of men. 


He hadn't expected Kirrelson to be that cunning In the ways of war. It was a mistake he would 
not make again. 


if there was an agalne.. 


Gunfire had scared off the normal traffic through the park, and McCall wondered when his back-up 


would arrive == and If fit would be soon enough. His gun spat sharply; the bullet nicked a tree 
concealing one of the gunmen. 


He knew he'd made the right decision, leaving Jacob Wells behind. Even If he went down, the 
physician and his secrets -- MAVERA, and his home beneath the city -- would remain safe. And 
scott would be safe, as well; If necessary, Wells would allow him to stay Belowee. 


A bullet clipped the tree sheltering him, sending a shower of splinters Into the alr, and McCall! 
ducked Instinctively. The hostile gunmen were moving about, trying to encircle him, to take away 
any cover he might be able to use. 

dust where the hell was Maxwell, with his troops? 

A sudden scuffle behind him made him think the cavalry had Indeed arrived, sans slrens, and he 


glanced back to see. But It wasn't one of New York's finest he saw taking the gunman down. A 
hood hid the face, but the helght, breadth of shoulders, and clothing all told him Vincent had 
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come Above Into the daylight. Not that he was ungrateful, but he wondered If It was wise. 


Wise or not, It was beyond his control. He snapped off another shot at his opponents; his back 
was In capable hands. 


The wall of sirens was a welcome sound, and blue-sulted men -- followed by a young man and woman 
In business attire -~- ran toward the m8i&e. The police quickly took the gunmen Into custody. 


McCail recognized Joe Maxwell; he didn't know the woman, who followed the path the tunnel-dwel ler 
had taken at the first sound of the sirens. He hoped Vincent had an escape planned; the woman 
looked determined to find him. She probebly thought he was some kind of hero, and wanted to pin 
a meda! on him -- or worse, she was a reporter, and wanted an Interview. If so, she'd be enor- 
mously short on candidates. 


"McCall!" Maxwell called out. The Deputy District Attorney approached him, leading an aged man 
In handcuffs. “"ThIs your guy?" 


“He certainly Is." It was satisfying to know KIirrelson had been caught and would be punished; a 
bullet was too easy a death for him. 


"And just what do you think you are arresting me for?" the scientist demanded, taking a step away 
from his captor; the Deputy D.A. selzed the cuffed hands before the man could take another. "I 
was just taking a leisurely walk through the park. is that a crime now?" 


"The charge Is theft of classified property from Johns Hopkins Hospital," McCall advised him. 
"An out-of-state charge? Do you have an arrest warrant? You can't hold me." 


Maxwell's face fell, and McCall felt his stomach knot as he realized they had lost. He had been 
so Intent on just catching Kirrelson that he hadn't stopped to consider they had nothing In New 
York to arrest him for. 


The Deputy District Attorney still held his prisoner, but he realized the same thing. And 
Kirrelson knew It. "If you have no charges, Mr. Handcuffer, I suggest you let me go before | 
press charges of false arrest against you." 


Maxwell was reaching for the key when a quiet volce stopped him. "Will kidnapping do for a 
charge? Or assault? Then there's attempted murder..." 


Scott stepped out from behind a tree, dressed In hls own jeans and what was obviously one of 
Vincent's shirts. The billowing folds hid any sign of bandages around his body, but the gauze at 
hts temple and the brulses on his forehead and cheek-bones were plainly visible. 


"And who are you?" Maxwell demanded. 


"This Is my son, Joe," McCall! told him, going to the boy's side. His mind worked feverishly to 
concoct a plausIble story that would still substantlate the charges. 


"This man took me from my apartment a week ago. He was trying to force Dad to look for someone. 
| escaped a few days ago, and he sent some of his thugs after me. They shot at me..." Scott 
ratsed a hand to his bandaged temple. "But some guy In the park scared them off, and | managed 
to get to my dad's place. He kept It quiet that [ was there, to draw Kirrelson out." 
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It seemed enough for the Deputy D.A. "WII! you sign a complaint and press charges?" 
"Gladly," the boy replied, smiling coldly. 


“It was worth something, McCall," Kirrelson called back over his shoulder as Maxwell handed him 
over to a uniformed officer. "It brought Jacob Wells back out. And I'm not the only one with 
the same Ideas!" 


"Jacob Wells?" the former IntellIlgence operative asked Innocently. “Jacob Wells Is still missing 
-- just as he has been missing for the past thirty years." 


"| talked to him -- at your place. {| talked to him!" 


"What you heard was a voice simulator. You only thought you talked to him." McCall was proud of 
his fast answer. It would safeguard Wells... 


"No simulator sounds that good over a speaker<phone. | know It was him!" 


“There has been no sign of Jacob Wells since you framed him with false charges of Communism al! 
those years ago," McCall said coldly. "The man Is probably dead by now == and he took those 
secrets you want so badly to his grave with him." He gazed at his son, at the damage Kirrelson 
had done to get those secrets. 


With that, the renegade scientist was unceremoniously dragged away, along with his henchmen. "Do 
you think you will be able to find his laboratory and the stolen cultures?" McCall asked. 


"Oh, {I'm sure one of his boys wil! be more than happy to cut a deal with us," Maxwell answered, 
watching as the ruffians were taken Into custody. 


"it was that thing!" one of the thugs yelled to the officer escorting him to his new accommoda- 
tions. “It was that creature that was In the park when we were after the kid!" 


"Right, a big, bad creature," the policeman humoured him -- and accompanied his words with a 
sharp Jab from his night-stick. 


"A 'creature'." It was the woman who had arrived on the scene with Maxwell and the police. 
"Some guy who probably goes to those sclence-fiction things tries to help somebody, and right 
away, he’s a weird creature. Sounds like these guys have been reading too many comic books." 


"Cathy, this Is Robert McCall, and hIs sone Robert, Catherine Chandler. She works with me. 
Cathy, Robert was the one who brought us Into this." 


"Mr. McCall, It’s a pleasure. I've..-heard a lot about youe" Something In the way she phrased 
the words made McCall wonder Just what she had heard -- and from whom. 


"Okay, you guys! Let's wrap this up! Traffic's gonna be snarled up all over the city If we keep 
blocking the roads!" Maxwell! turned back to the man beside him. "Robert, If you want to go 
ahead and get your kid home, we can take the statements later. It Isn't Ifike | don't know where 
to find you." 


"Thank you, Joe. Just call whenever you need me." He turned to the woman, and held out his 
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hand, his gun now securely tucked away. "Ms. Chandler, a pleasure." 
“The pleasure's all mine, Mr. McCall," she replied, taking his hand. "I hope | see you again." 


Her words -- and her smile -- I Ingered as she walked away. McCall put one arm around his son's 
walst, and they started toward home. 


* &£ & H & 


*You thought | wanted to pin a medal on him?" Catherine laughed. She sat beside Vincent, watch- 
Ing the chess game. 


McCall had the decency to look abashed as his son repeated his words; his embarrassment replaced 
the surprise he had felt when he first saw her Below. 


Father hid his own smile at the other man's expression, then looked across the half-played game 
et the younger McCall and his own serlous expresslon. 


"The Cowardly Lion got a medal for courage from the Wizard..." the boy sald fn a serious tone, 
and Vincent smiled. 


"Well, I*ve come with good news," Catherine continued. "One of Kirrelson's men did decide to 
turn state's evidence, and Is willing to testify agalnst the good doctor In exchange for reduced 
chargese From your descriptions,” and she turned to Scott, "he Isn't one of those who tried to 
Kill you that night In the park, but he heard the order given, and that's quite enough." 


"Does that mean Scott won't have to testify?" McCall! asked, and Father found his attention 
divided between the conversation and the move the boy had just made on the chess~board. 


“| can't say for certain, but it looks that way. We should know In a few weeks, when we see what 
kind of case we can bring." 


"As long as It's enough to let that other wound heal," McCall told her. “It would be difficult 
to explain a healing gunshot wound that wasn't reported to the police." He glanced at Father. 
"At least, difficult to explain the physician -=- who ceased to exist some thirty years ago. What 
ebout the laboratory?" 


“He gave us that, too. We found [t immediately, and the cultures. They've been returned to 
Johns Hopkins.“ She dug Into the bag she'd brought Below, drawing out photographs. "This was 
their lab." She handed the pictures to McCall. 


He regarded the untidy place shown In the photographs. "It certainly lacks..-style. That was 
something Kirrelson was very fond of." He frowned. "It also lacks sterility. No wonder hls 
work was unsuccessful." 


"i'm just grateful he didn't succeed," Father commented, watching the chess~-board and knowIng, 
Just knowing that the boy's moves were familltar. “But | have to wonder why, after nearly thirty- 
five years, Kirrelson decided to make an attempt at MAVERA now -=- and why he was so desperate to 
succeed, to resort to such measures." 


“| think | might Know," McCall sald softly. “When he was arrested, he was given a full physical. 
And the poilce doctors determined he has bone cancer, In a rather advanced stage. They don't 
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think he'll IIve out any sentence he receives. More than likely, he planned to take whatever 
money he clalmed In hIs ransom attempt, and ‘retire! to some paradise to live out his days as he 
always thought he should." 

“Theodore, Frank, and Martin," Father sald absently, thinking back to the report Catherine had 
obtained for him from the computers. "If !'d had this Information to take before the AEC, we 
could have stopped all atomic testing long agoe Then McCarthy could never have gotten away with 
his wild accusations..." 


The taste of satisfaction, he found, was quite bitter-sweet. 


“Then this place would never have been founded," Vincent reminded hIm, his arm tightening eround 
Catherine. "And so many people need this place..." 


There was silence for a moment, until McCall broke it. "It seems they do. Jacob, | don't know 
how to thank you for all you've done, takIng Scott In, and taking care of him..." He got to his 
feet, hovering behInd h!is son's chair. "You risked your own secrets to help stop Kirrelson..."™ 


“He was a loose end from my past," Father answered. 


Then he smiled as he remembered where he'd previously seen the chess moves he'd Just been watch- 
Inge The answer was so simple... “As for Oliver..." There, he was doing It again! "Scott..." 


"| don't mind Oliver," the boy replied, a small smile on his face. "In fact, | kind of like It." 


The older man smiled back. "This was always meant to be a safe place, Robert. And It will 
always be that -- for anyone who needs It." 


“| hope you don't mind If | come Below more often than that," Scott/Oliver said, peering at the 
chess~-board. "Several of the children are...rather musically Inclined, but they lack a teacher." 


"Now, how do you know that?" Father asked, surprised. 


“Vincent told me. He sald you had a few children who were studying the violin, but were stymled 
by lack of Instruction." He smiled blindingly. "I'I! be glad to take them on." 


The older McCall! saw the other man's frown of puzzlement; he obviously didn't know Scott's 
abilities. “He could probably teach them a little. Juillfard only takes the best, you know." 


Something else they hadn't known, Father realized. "Yes, certainly, come. One thing we always 
welcome here Is teachers. And artists are a welcome addition, too." He looked at the senlor 


McCall. “And will you come, too? Or do the spiders still bother you?" 


The other man flinched, then answered honestly. “Should you ever need me, all you have to do Is 
cali." He turned to Catherine. "That goes for you as well, Miss Chandler." 


She smiled back. "I Just might hold you to that, Mr. McCall." 


“And | have to thank you, Vincent, for coming to my rescue that afternoon. I! do belfeve | owe 
you my life." 


“Actually, that was your son's doing," the tunnel-dweller answered. "He puzzled out what was 


* 3g % 


\ ’ 


\ 


t - J ‘ 3 | t 5 


\e 


1 


\ 


: 








J 


/ 


: 
‘ 


"3 a 3 


a 


y 


' 
- 





happening, and Insisted we do something about It Immediately." 


McCall smiled again. "He can be very crafty," he sald, looking down over the boy's shoulder at 
the chess~board. 


As he watched, Father moved a plece on the board, knowing Scott's plan -- one of McCall's old 
Strategies -- left his king vulnerable; the game was close to belng his. "Oh, Jacob, you 
didn't..." 


But his son never blinked, only countered the move with one of his own, placing a pawn In the 
direct line of fire. 


It was an easy move; Father took the plece without a second thought. "You didn't real ly mean to 
make that move, did you?" he asked. It seemed very different from the bril!tant playing of the 


boy's earller games. 


"Yes," Scott answered simply. "I! may have lost a pawn -- but my king's out of danger, and yours 
is In trouble." 


With a new look at the chess-board, Father found the words true. "So you sacrifice pawns to save 
your kings It seems a rather brutal way to play the geme." 


“The king Is the only Important piece," the boy explained. "All the others were made to be 
sacrificed to keep him safe." 


Father wondered at the cold brutality of the strategy, and looked up at Scott's teacher. 


McCati*s hand tightened on his son's shoulder. "Not always," he sald softly, his eyes on the 
boy's blond head. "Not always..." 





— 


7¢ 
OSIRIS Publications congratulates the Timber Wolf Preservation Society, and especially father 
Boltar and mother Tokata Timber Wolf, on the birth of six healthy male and two healthy female 
wolf pups, early on 1 May 1989. That's two years In a row. Keep It up, you two, and the timber 
wolf won't be an endangered spectes much longer! 
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"Musings of a Country Doctor" 


(By Mary Robertson) 


I'm just a country doctor; 

That's all I've ever been -- 
No diplomat or hero, 

And the label's wearing thin. 


The youthful dreams? They've vanished. 

The hopes have disappeared, 
To be replaced by mem'rlies 

And accumulating years. 


I'm just a country doctor 

Who didn't stay at home, 
So "country" Is a spaceship, 

And @ galaxy to roam. 


I've seen a lot of planets, 
And helped explore a few; 
|'ve found the peace | wanted, 
And I've learned a thing or two. 


l've learned a country doctor 

With high-tech means to ends, 
An ambulance that's star=bound, 

And some very famous friends 


Can still become a healer, 
Can learn more than a trade. 
| made the stars my country. 
It's a cholce I'm glad | made. 















































“The Price of Survival® 


(By Jeannie Webster) 


The madman's screams faded Into the distance as he was dragged away. Behind him, the door 
creaked as It swung freely In the strong mountain wind. Then It shut with a thud, cutting the 
screams off with ominous finality. The patrons began talking amongst themselves; watching a man 
suddenly go mad was quite a diversion In a lonely, desolate place, and even the drug smugglers 
seated at a table In one corner had Interrupted thelr business to watch. 


Even more Interesting, though, was the way In which he had disposed of the place. The attractive 
brunette standing by the bar looked around, cerefully hiding her surprise at the turn of events. 
Belng given the place was one thing; holding on to It would be quite another. After a year of 
working there, she knew the kind of venal, untrustworthy people she had to deal with. Here, In 
this waystation on the smuggling route between China and Indla, strength, not right, was the only 
thing that mattered. Any show of weakness, and she would lose the ber, her sole means of 
survival. 


She glanced warily at the customers, and began edging toward the large stuffed raven, behind 
which she had concealed her father's old plstol. This was a tucrative busIness -- and It would 
only be a matter of time before someone tried to take It away from her. 


A large, dirty hand grasped her arm. "We're not through with our business yet, girl." The volce 
belonged to Namygal, a Tibetan tribesman, and a regular customer. HIs tribe, the Kham-pa, were 
Known as bandits as far back as the time of Marco Polo. He was a heavy man of medium height, 
dressed In fur travelling robes; he needed a bath -- badly. Like many of his people, he painted 
his face with red ocher to protect [It from the cold In the high mountalns. But the palnt did 
nothing to hide his unpleasant expression. 


"| say we are finished. This Is my place now, and nobody tells me what to do here. Now, get 
your lousy hands off me!" she demanded In the same Sherpa dialect he had used. 


He laughed, and tried to drag her toward the stairs. The brunette grabbed a whiskey bottle from 
one of the shelves behind the bar and smashed It across the counter, breaking It In the middle. 
She held the bottle's neck and Jabbed the pointed ends deeply Into the man's wrist; he Jumped 
back, shrieking and bloody. Once free, she lunged for the gun, almed It carefully at the enraged 
bandit, and fired. 


The bullet passed through his clothing, burning his thigh as it went. She stared chal lengingly 
at him. “Now, get the hell out of here -- or the next one goes a little higher." She glared 
around the room, carefully keeping the gun trained on Namygal. Then, to emphasize her polnt, she 
deliberately ralsed the weapon to alm at the area she meant. "And that goes for the rest of you 
bums, too. This Is my place now, and I'm running It my waye From now on, the only thing for 
sale around here Is the drinks. And don't think you'll get around that by getting me drunk. | 
can drink any one of you motherless bastards under the table, and you know It. Now, everybody -- 
out. The bar's closed until! tomorrow." She repeated her announcement In Nepal! and Hindustan! 
to meke sure everyone understood, then waved them toward the door with her pIistol. Slowly, 
grudgingly, the men left. 
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The big Tibetan was one of the last to go. He favoured her with a resentful look, holding his 
bottie-gashed arm. "And remember, you misbegotten plece of goat dung," she sald sweetly, "don't 
come back." Her smile was as Icy as the glaciers that had formed the high mountains aeons ago. 
"If you do, I*i! be more than happy to put a bullet right through that pig-eyed face of yours." 


Once the last customer was gone, she closed the door, pulled down the heavy wooden ber, and 
bolted [It against any unwelcome visitors. That done, she sat down at one of the rough wooden 
tables, her knees suddenly weak. Slowly, she appraised the disreputable dive she now owned. 
Helichole though It might be, to her It was a ticket out of Patan, a way to get the money for her 
trip back to America. 


She smiled bitterly as she poured herself a glass of scotch, then sat, nursing her drink. Pre- 
cise rows of houses with neatly manicured lawns and whitewashed fences. Faculty Row. It was 
hard to remember that places IIke that really existed. Now, nearly seven years later, her Ife 
In Chicago seemed no more than a dream. 


The road to this desolate corner of the Himalayan foothills had been long and hard, and It had 
turned a naive, trusting unlversity professor's daughter Into a tough, cynical woman. 


*e#ntet & 


Marion Ravenwood was barely seventeen years old when she left Chicago for another archaeological 
dig with her father. Abner had another theory about his pet project, the Ark of the Covenant. 
This time, he thought [t might be in the Isolated mountain kingdom of Nepal. The place was 
almost Impossible to get permission to visit, but as a well-known scholar of British birth, he 
had a better chance than most, since the British did have some access to the country. He used 
every contact he'd developed In hIs years In academla, and finally obtained the needed permits. 


He was not so lucky with regard to funding, however. No Institution was willing to provide the 
money, regarding the theory as too far-fetched, but this didn't discourage him. He simply sold 
everything of value that he owned, and ralsed the money for expenses himself. 


At first, his daughter was surprised by his Insistence that she accompany him. She was about to 
tinish high school, and expected to be at college while Abner was away on his expeditions; she 
could visit him on vacations, like most archaeologists' daughters did. 


Most giris her age, though, hadn't had a romantic Ifaison with one of their father's protégés be- 
fore they were sixteen years old. Her disastrous affair with Indiana Jones had ended less than a 
year before, when he ran away, tall between his legs, with a phony promise that he'd be back. 
And Abner simply hadn't trusted her on her own after that. 


So they left Chicago. From Darjeeling In Indla, they travelled on foot to the Kathmandu Val ley 
and the city of Kathmandu Itself, anclent capital of Nepal. There, as guests of the British 
Resident, Abner carried out a few frultiess exploratory digs In the Valley. The Rana familly, 
hereditary Prime Ministers and autocratic rulers of a country whose King was a mere figurehead, 
took great Interest In his work. 


It was a fascinating IIfe, even for a young girl who'd travelled over much of the world as a 
chitd. Between work on the digs, It was a carefree time of tiger hunts tn the Teral with the 
royal hunting parties, royal functions... As her father's assistant, she went everywhere with 
hime And being one of the few women In a man's world, although far from a new experlence for the 
girl, was a heady expertence for the young woman she had become. 
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As months turned Into years, Marlon watched with concern as Abner became more and more obsessed 
with the Idea that the Ark was burled somewhere In the Himalayas. Through hls contacts with the 


Rana family, he finally got permission for something seldom awarded to forelgners -- permisston 
to leave the Valley. 


The trip through the foothI IIs, on roads that could be used only by pack animals and men on foot, 
took weeks. At last, they arrived at the site Abner had selected, a tiny namesake of the anclent 
city-state of Patan, located a day's march from the Sherpa bazaar of Solu Khumbu. 


After the relative civiltsation of the Valley, It was herd to adjust to the cold, lonel!ness, and 
desolation of the mountains. And there were other adjustments to be made as well. The tiny 
hamlet with Its smal! scattering of bulldings was not so much a town as a waystation on a smug- 
gling route. It didn't exactly provide a comfortable or secure environment. 


High tn the mountalins, might made right, and the Rana's !aw was very far away. Abner had estab- 
lished his reputation when they first arrived, demonstrating h!Is strength by winning local 
drinking contests, and skillfully handitng sertous trouble with fists and gun. And Marion 
learned how to handie herself among the men of all nationalities who made Patan their stop along 
the difficult overland smuggling route. 


No Caucasian woman had ever been there before, so she was a novelty, and couldn't just blend Into 
the scenery. This made her a centre of attention for men who were accustomed to taking whatever 
they wanted. They soon learned that, In her case, It wasn't as easy as It looked. She carried 
Abner's spare pistol, and several times proved herself both able and willing to use Ite In 
addition, she swore at anyone who accosted her, using the fllthlest words she knew [tn Engltsh, 
Nepali, Sherpa, and Arabic, words learned tn a Il fetime spent on archaeological digs. 


She began drinking, too, even braving the local dive to bet on some of the drinking contests. 
Abner never noticed the extra money she earned this way, any more than he noticed the other 
changes fn her -- or anything else that wasn't at least a thousand years old and buried hal fway 
up a mountaltnside. 


As the years passed, Marion tried to convince her father to glve up his search. Hts violent 
reaction to the suggestion forced her to realize he was no longer rational on the subject. In 
the past, he'd always been willing to accept defeat and move on; now, he refused to even 
consider the possibility that the Ark wasn't In Nepal. No matter how often she tried, nothing 
worked. He'd always been single-minded, but never to this extent. It frightened her, making her 
realize that, no matter what, he had no Intention of leaving without his precfous Ark. 


There was no way to communicate with the outside world, no one to turn to for help. Even the 
Ranas, with their disitke of forelgners, seemed to have forgotten thelr exIstence; they were 
never contacted and asked to leave. Marton kept hoping the tax collector -- the only official 
ever to visit the Isolated village, and that only on a yearly basis -- would one day errive to 
tell them they were ordered back to Kathmandu. Maybe belng thrown out of the country would shock 
Abner Into realizing how unbalanced his obsesslon had become. 


Then came 1934, the year of the blggest earthquake In Nepalese history. Abner and Marion were 
with an expedition on one of the lower peaks when It occurred. Their party weathered the quake 
without difficulty and were on thelr way back to Patan when the avalanche struck. It swept Abner 
and three porters along with It, and just barely missed Marlton and two others. 
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Numb with shock and grief, low on supp!iles because of what had been lost In the avalanche, the 
small party slowly made Its way back down the mountain. 


A few days later, Marlon sat alone In the middle of the floor of the one-room hut she and her 
father called home, sorting through hIs belongings. She glanced contemptuously at the small pile 
of Chinese, Nepall, indian, and British currency lytng atop the drawstring bag In which It had 
been kept; It was all she had. It wouldn't even get her a guide back to the Valley, much less 
get her to America. Abner hadn't even cared enough to make sure she had a way to get home... 


Her grief for her father was gradually replaced by anger and fear. What good were archaeology 
books, or IIttle bits and pleces of junk from long-dead civilisations, when she needed cold, hard 
cash to get out of this freezing hell-hole? The Buddhists were right about thelr hell of freez- 
Ing cold; she'd IIved In It long enough to swear to that. 


She carefully sorted through thelr meagre belongings. A good many things had been left behind 
with relatives In JI Itnols, pending thelr return. Not that they'd be much help to her. What she 
needed were practical things -- tools, clothing, valuables. These, she might be able to sell to 
one of the smugglers. But everything of real value had gone to fund the original trip. She 
needed something better than the little bits of junk Abner had collected over the years. 


Her remaining grief over her father's death was pushed aside by the more pressing need for 
survival. Clothes and tools were far outnumbered by virtually worthless books and Journals. She 
dumped the books and clothing Into a pile of things to be sold; the journals were worthless 
except as fuel for the fire. She vented her anger by hurling them agalnst the wall, where they 
landed with a resounding thunk. 


Lying on the floor was a bronze medallion set with a crystal. She picked It up and looked at It 
in disgust. "The headplece of the Staff of Ra..." 


She whirled suddenly, tears of fear and frustration trick!Ing down her cheeks, and hurled It with 
all her strength. "God damn you!" she screamed In a choked voice as the medallion skittered down 
the wall, joining the journals. If It weren't for that damned Ark, Abner would still be allve -- 
and she wouldn't be In this mess! 


But It wasn't his fauit alone. If Itt hadn't been for that bastard Jones, her father would never 
have dragged her along to this stinking hell-hole. 


Her eyes hardened. She wasn't going to give up so easily. That bastard was responsible for 
wrecking her \life, and by God, she was golIng to live to get out of this place and make him pay 
tor It. No matter what she had to do, she would find a way to survive. 


She dried her tears with the back of one hand It wouldn't do to show any weakness. Deals had 
to be conducted from a position of strength. Her Jaw set, she headed for the bar to see what she 
could sell. 


It was slow goings Although she bargained well, she couldn't get much, and only In fits and 
sterts, as new expeditions passed through. Word of her father's death spread quickly: soon, 
everyone knew how badly she needed money. " 


Meanwhile, what IIttle she had went quickly. She noticed herself being watched closely, and felt 


like a yak surrounded by snow leopards, walting for them to springe The drinkIng contests 
helped; she was an old hand at them, and with a few preliminaries -- yak butter, although repul- 
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sive, was highly effectIve -- managed to hold her own. 


But the day finally came when her luck and her money both ran out. Gandaki, the ex-Gurkha who 
ran the bar, had a predatory gleam In his eyes when he called her over to talk. The small, 
powerfully-bullt man had run an extensive smuggling racket while stationed In India; after being 
found out and cashlered, he'd fled to Patan and moved his operations to the anclent and [Ittle- 
Known mountain route between China and India. 


"What have | got to talk about with a jackal IIke you?" Marton demanded In the Gurkha's Nepal! 
tongue. 


“BusInesse You are trying to sell things. I've got a deal for youe Let's go upstairs and talk 
ebout it." 


“Halt My father may have been a crazy old man, but he didn't ralse an Idiot. We talk here." 


"As you wish," he agreed expansively, gesturing for his bouncer to replace him behind the bar. 
Then he steered Marion toward the corner by the stairs. "This deal Interests you?" 


"Maybe," she answered, her face expressionless. "After | find out what It Ise Start talking." 


“| Know you are out of money, and you have IIttle of value left to sell." He looked her over 
Slowly and thoroughly, In a way that suddenly made her feel highly vulnerable. 


"And so, out of the Kindness of your heart, you're going to help me -- for a price. Don't make 
me laugh. That IIne's even older than these damned mountains." 


"That may be true. But what choice do you have?" 


Her face hardened. He had her there. Once the money was gone, she was finished. Her only 
options were to die slowly of starvation or to die quickly by Jumping off a mountain. And she 
was determined to ifivee She was silent, desperately trying to think. There had to be another 
way to earn her keep. 


"My proposition Is most reasonable. You stay here, and | will provide for you, In exchange for 
certain services." 


“And we both know what services you mean, don't we? You're taking a hel! of a lot for granted, 
buster." 


") think not. { merely assume that you wish to survive." 
She watched him carefully, her eyes cold, calculating. They both knew she eventually had to 


eccept his offer. Selling oneself Into slavery was a common solution for Indebtedness, even In 
the cities of the Valley. But the consequences were different for a woman. 


Marton suddenly remembered a myth Abner had taught her long ago. This was her personal Gdtter- 


dummerung. If she was strong, she would survive. If not, she would die. 
Icy calm replaced her outrage. If this was what she had to do In order to live, then she would 


do It. No fate was worse than death. And at that, being Gandaki's mistress offered a better 
deal than she'd gotten as Jones's lover. All he'd ever given her was a load of phony promises. 
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Like the men here, he was out for whatever he could get, and she was just another notch In his 
belt. But not again. This was a business deal, and she Intended to get full value for her 
services. 


“Then you agree? Good. There won't be any problem finding customers for tonight." 


Her head snapped up In astonishment. That wasn't what she'd agreed to! "What? You lousy, 
double=crossing I!ttle prick!" she stormed, shoving him against the wall, her eyes blazing. 
"Nobody sald anything about any customers!" 


“1 never put out money without getting a good profit In return. On a novelty IIke you, | am sure 
to get Itt." He twisted her around and pushed her back against the wall, pinning her there with 
his welght. She tried to free herself by kicking him In the groin, but he blocked the move; al- 
though short and slilght Ifke most lowland Nepalese, he was very stronge He grabbed her shirt 
collar and twisted her chin around with his other hand, forcing her to meet his eyes. Cold and 
expressionless, they reminded her of a snake's. “Remember, right now, | am the only person who 
cares If you IIlve or dile.e Make sure | keep caring." 


Her mind raced. The fumes from the oplum and hashIsh belng smoked nearby made It hard to think. 
it was stupid, underestimating him that way. She should have known better. But the fact re- 
mained == she had to survive. 


The sttuation was too Ironic for words. A whore~monger cared more about keeping her alive than 
her own father had. In trying to "protect" her from the likes of Indiana Jones, Abner had left 
her open to a far worse fate. She nearly laughed, but feared that !f she did, she would become 
hysterical. She'd have been better off IIving with the consequences of her own mistakes, rather 
than with the consequences of Abner's. Maybe It was Just as well she and Jones had been lovers; 
In a way, he had taught her a trade. 


“What choice have you got?" The words echoed In her brain. Unfortunately, she knew the answer. 


And what did fit really matter, anyway? If not the Gurkha, then someone else. She had no other 
way to !Iive. The longer she walted, the more desperate she would be -- and the less she'd get 
from the deal. “Fine. You want a whore, you've got one -- on one condition. | won't be much 
use to you If | get knocked up or catch a dose. You make sure | have a way to protect myself, or 
l*11 end up unable to work. You won't make much of a profit If you let your merchandise get 
damaged." 


The man looked thoughtful. "That Is true. You will be quite In demand, so It won't lose me much 
business. But It won't change things. You are still my property. No tricks, or you will wish 
you had dled In that avalanche." His hand tightened briefly on her throat, as If to demonstrate 
his threat, then he released her and pushed her toward the door. "Get your things, then come 
back. You start work tonight." 


She stared at him contemptuously, then walked through the bar, her chin high. She wasn't about 
to give anyone the satisfaction of seeing her cave Ine They might possess her body, but it would 


be on her terms. Her mind and wii! were hers alone. 


Merion was learning. And when her chance came, she would be ready to beat them at thelr own 
game. 
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The brunette shivered as she dralned her glasse Who'd have thought the old Gurkha would crack 
that way? Of course, except for the Sherpas, everyone seemed to, eventually.» She knew she had 
to get out before she went crazy, too. 


With that, she poured herself a little more whiskey. "Here's to you, you old bastard. May you 
rot In every one of those seven hells of yours." 


She tossed off her drink, then lowered the glass again with a triumphant smile. Never again 
would she be meat on the hoof, for sale to the highest bidder. It was time to start settiing old 
scorese 


They'd all thought they had control over her, usIng sex as a weapon agalinst her. Meanwhile, they 
had unknowingly taught her how to use It to control them. She Intended to make that very clear. 
They would pay, all eight, and in more ways than one. No one owned her now, and no one ever 
would agaln. 


The fire was beginning to die down, and Marlon banked [It for the night, then went upstairs -- 
alone, for the first time In nearly a year. it was a pleasant change. That part of her IIife was 
over, and she was going to earn enough money so she would never be that desperate again. 


Money, she had learned, was the most Important thing tn the world, and she would never be short 
of it again. She wondered how long It would take to earn enough for the trip home. It couldn't 
be soon enough. Once she got out of Nepal, she Intended to set up a little business somewhere 
where they'd never even heard of the Himalayas. 


She yawned. The events of the day, combined with the whiskey, were making her sleepy. Tomorrow 
would be time enough to go over the bar's Inventory and get things In order. 


Cautiously, she peered out the window. There was no one in sight, but she wasn't about to take 
any chances. Bandits desperate enough to ambush smugglers’ caravans would thIink nothing of 
trying to rob this place, or even steal It from her. If they considered a woman an easy mark, 
that would be their last mistake. 


She checked and loaded the Gurkha's old rifle, which she planned to keep by her bed. The busi- 
mess was hers now, and after what she'd gone through to earn It, she didn't Intend to give It up 
without a fight. But It didn't look IIke there'd be any trouble, at least not right away. 


The young woman smiled bitterly. Was there really anything for her to be afraid of? She'd al- 
ready |IIved through the worst that could possibly happen. After that, what was left? 


She tald the rifle down within easy reach and settled In for the nlght. There was no use dwell- 
Ing on her problems. Things that couldn't be changed were best left for morning, when something 
could be done about them. No need to worry until then about defending what she'd so abruptly 
ecquired. Tomorrow was time enough to start rebullding her I!fe from the wreckage of the past 
year. 


After all, tomorrow was another day. 


SE 
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"Blue Monday" 


(By Mary Robertson) 


| used to laugh when couples played "thelr" song; 
But now, | understand. | have my own, 

And when | close my eyes, | can belong 

Within his arms once moree I'm not alone. 


They say the hardest part Is letting go. 
| never had a cholcee I! had to leave; 
My danger Is my owne He mustn't Know 
How close | came to begging a reprieve. 


We'd scarcely met, and yet It felt so right, 
So cozy, and so absolutely sure. 

| guess we fell In lovee It sounds so trite. 
It's not as If It matters any more. 


| can't go backe It hurts too much to cry. 
The hardest part? I couldn't say goodbye. 
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"Forget Me Not, Sucker® 


(By Joyce Ashcroft) 


Colonel Roderick Decker stood patiently In front of his superior officer's desk. It was not a 
good day. At the moment, he was engaged In something he had always loathed -- asking permisston. 


But the United States Army was a funny thing. A very bureaucratic funny thing. Requests were 
channelled through countless offices, corridors. Hell, they'd probably consulted the Pentagon 
Janitors on Iranscam before Colonel North ever took the stand. But that's the way it was done. 
And Decker was, above all, a military man. 


General McFarland nodded at the Colonel, Indicating he should proceed. He squared his shoulders. 
"The bottom line, sir, Is that In all the time we've been tracking Smith, Peck, and Baracus, 
we've been neglecting what | believe to be a vital IInk In thelr chaln of successes." 


McFarland looked bored. Decker couldn't tell ff It was actual boredom or the facade many upper 
echelons put on when they knew they were about to be asked for something. “Get to the polnt, 
will you, Decker? I'm supposed to meet with the Assistant Defence Secretary thls afternoon." 

"| belleve they have been assisted by a fourth party, sir..." This was Decker's blg moment, and 
he rose to It. "“.sewith whose help they have been able to slip through our grasp time and time 
again." 


"And who might that be?" 


“General, ! belleve Captain H.M. Murdock knows a great deal more about the A-Team than he Is 
willing to admit." 


McFarland ceased to look bored and began looking amused. "You know as wel! as | do that Captain 
Murdock Is mentally unstable. He'd be about as much use to Hannibal! Smith as..." 


“| disagree, General. I'm convinced Captain Murdock Is very much aware of his r&le In Smith's 
plans. He was the Team's pllot In 'Nam. And he flew them to the bank Job In Hanol." 


“That was years ago. Murdock's been locked up In the V. A. Hospital's nut hatch for as long as 
i've been behind this desk. On what do you base your allegations?" 


Decker continued with calm reserve. "Gut feeling, sir. 1 know Murdock Is lying." 


“And {f he's been lying for over ten years, what do you suggest will make him tell the truth 
now?" 


The Colonel pulled out his trump. "1 request permission to administer sodlum pentotha| ‘to 
Captain Murdock and conduct a...thorough... Investigation." 


McFarland sat back In his chair. He had to admit he was Intrigued. Decker showed far more 


resourcefulness and persistence than any other man assigned to the case of the elustve A-Team 
over the years. He'd even caught them a couple of times. Yes, he just might be the man. The 
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A-Team had been at large far too long. But there were still some things to consider. "That's 
contrary to regulations, I'm sure you're aware." 


“! em aware of that, sir." 


The General studied his face. It was nearly expressionless -- a good signe "You've been after 
the A-Team for quite some time." 


“| want them, sire 1 want them all." 


McFerland nodded thoughtfully. "Very well, Colonel. You may have your thorough Interrogation. 
We'l! have Captain Murdock tell us a little story about your A-Team -- If he knows one." 


Decker felt elated, but dared not let It show; things were looking up. "Thank you, sir. I'm 
sure we'!| find Murdock's revelations most Interesting." 


He saluted and turned to leave the office, stopping and turning back when the General spoke 
again. “I'm counting on you, Decker." 


"We'll get them this time, sir." 


“| hope so, for your sake." McFarland watched as the Colonel left hls office. For once, he 
wasn't sure he had done the right thing. Decker's request was highly unusual. Sut Decker was a 
good man, a career man, and If they never took any chances, there was no way they would ever ap- 
prehend the A-Team. 


The A-Team played by one set of rules -~ their owne No one knew that better than Decker. 


%*eete ht & 


The complex on Pico Boulevard was sandwiched between two new and nearly Identical high-rises; It 
looked Itke something wedged between book-ends. A business meeting was In progress In the IIving 
room of Apartment 4-J. The four men In attendance were not average businessmen, however, and the 
sub ject of their discussion was no ordinary topic. 


The tallest of the men had the floor, and he held the attention of the others with no effort at 
all. "They're In the bag." 


"We're talkin' about the A-Team," one of the others reminded him. "Not a bunch of twombit bal! 
Jumpers. They ain't gonna bag so easy." 


The tall man turned on him, fire In his eyes. "You backin' out, Jeff? Now's the time. Tell me 
now." 


Jeff backed up two steps. "Cool out, man, cool out. I didn't say anything about backIn' out. 
All | want to Know Its..." 


“Well, that's good," the original speaker Interrupted. "You Just keep It that way." He began to 
speak to the rest of the group collectively. “Just fn case the rest of you are as curlous as ol' 
Jeff over here, you just IIisten to me. We got no chance against this A-Team, you got that? No 
chance at ali." 
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The other three bounty hunters cast uncertain glances tn his direction, but all were careful not 
to make It obvious that they doubted him. The general consensus was that Hugh Perry was Insane. 
Not one man In the room disputed that. He was known for his talent, his record, and his volatile 
temperament. He was not known for compasston. 

Nevertheless, the one known as Mike murmured under his breath, “Well, ain't that just brilffant?" 
1f Perry heard him, he gave no Indication. “You heard me right. No chance -- In a fair fight. 
They're commandos; they know how to use every combat weapon ever Invented. Head on, we're dead 
before we start. But we're gonna get their guard down, and then we got the element of surprise 
In our corner. Then we got a shot." 

Arnie had worked with Perry before, and had the scars to prove It. "I say we're out of our 
league. We're Just bounty hunters. We got no business foolin' around on military turf. The 


government's been after these guys for years." 


"What more do you need, man? You got any Idea what the price on thelr heads Is? We can retire 
In style. We can..." 


"If we can get hold of them. And If the Army ain't been able to do It, I don't see how you think 
we cane" 


Perry tapped his temple. "It's all up here. The trap Is already set. And It won't be long 
before It's sprung." 


His three associates looked at one another. They began to smile, at first slightly, then with 
Increasing confidence. It was contagious, after all. That was why they were In business to 
begin with. "We're with you," Mike affirmed. “But, Perry..." 

"Yeah?" 

“This better work." 

Perry set his jaw. "Solid." He extended his hand for Mike to take -=- an archaic gesture, true, 
but something about If still had the power to make men feel as though everything would be al! 
right. 


“What's the first move?" Jeff asked. 


“Ours,” Perry repifed. The name of this game was Control, and he had It. “When we put out on 
the street that we're lookin’ for the A-Team." 


Arnie was visibly shaken. "We let ‘em know we're out for ‘em?" 
“We let ‘em know somebody's out for ‘'em." 
The prospect was exciting. “Man, we're gonna cal! out the A-Team." 


Perry nodded with extreme confidence. "And when they answer, they ain't gonna know what hit 
Sem." 
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Decker's staff car crulsed through an Intersection, Captain Crane at the wheel. That made itt 
easier for the Colonel to devote his full concentration to the matter at hand. "Well, Captain, 
In an hour we'll know everything there ts to know about Hannibal Smith." 


Although Crane watched the road, It was clear his mind was on the very same thing. "You really 
think Murdock Is conceallng something, sir?" 


"| don't think It. I Know." 


“We've questioned him before." The Captain didn't find It difflcult to engage Decker In conver- 
sation, even to express doubt. The Colonel was hard, but fair, and he enjoyed the opportunity to 
bring others around to his way of thinking. 


"And he's always managed to evade our questions with that schIizophrentic schtick of his. But not 
this time. No, Captain, this time, we've got him. He can't bluff hIs way out of this one. 
He'!! be more than willing to tell us everything he knows -- Including exactly where we can find 
Hannibal Smith and the others." 


"| hope so, sir." 


Decker fixed his gaze out the window and stared ebsently at the scenery. "I didn't get to this 
rank by letting every Section Eight make a fool out of me." 


The Los Angeles Veterans’ Hosp!Ital was a low stucco bullding that tried hard to look [ike just 
about anything else. {t could almost be mistaken for a high school -- If one didn't look too 
closely, or notice the bars on many of the windows. The grounds were Immaculately trimmed, and 
except for an occasional “resident” meandering about In hospIital garb with a staff member for es- 
cort, there were few signs of life. Not so Inside. 


A nurse and an orderly, accompanted by two Army guards, proceeded down the corridor toward 
Captain HeM. Murdock's room. The nurse did her best to appear Inconventenced; there had been 
many special requests In the past Involving Murdock, and they generally also Involved the disrup- 
tion of the entire winge Not the way she would run the ward If she had the say-so. But this was 
the Army, and things had to be done "by the book." It wouldn't be the Army otherwise. 


She produced a key and fit It Into the lock of Murdock's room. "Captatn Murdock Is extremely 
unpredictable." 


The guards regarded her with smug smiles. "If 1 see anything I haven't seen before, lady, !'11 
shoot It," the Corporal replied. 


The nurse had no humour left In her at all. She turned the key In the lock and entered the room, 
followed by the orderly and the Army's answer to Heckle and Jeckle. 


Murdock lay on the bed, reading a Captain Marvel comic book. His rumpled khakis were well worn; 
the t-shirt with Its phony college logo reading “Psychotic State" was similarly tired, but 
scrupulously clean. He pald no attention whatsoever when the people entered, and appeared 
totally engrossed In hIs comic. The nurse stepped forward with a degree of caution. "Captain 
Mur dock ?" 


He didn't look up. His visitors noticed that the comic book was upside down. 
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"Captain Murdock?" the woman repeated, slightly louder. 


He looked up at last, clearly annoyed by the Interruption. "Can't a man get any privacy eround 
here? | thought these were first-class accommodations. Did you see a sign out there that sald | 
wanted maid service?" 


She was at the end of her patience. "Now, Murdock, these gentlemen are here to take you for a 
little walk." 


He stuck out his lower Iip Ike a petulant child. "And | don't wanna go for no walks, nelther." 


“Let's try and be a little more cooperative, shall we?" She was aware that the guards were 
amused by her Inability to control the sIltuation with the brusqueness she had used on them; she 
had to rectify that. “We can finish our book later. Right now, we're going for a walk with 
these nice men, and we're going to go visit somebody." 


Murdock lowered the comic and replaced It with an Imaginary mirror, which he held up to his face. 
He began to chant [In a high pitched tone. "| see Mary, and Kathy, and Tommy, and..." 


She held out her hand for the comic book, but he clutched It protectively and stuffed It under- 
neath his pillow. Then he saluted her crisply and got to his feet, mirror forgotten. He pre- 
ceded nurse, orderly, and guards out of his room and Into the corridor. 


The tour professionals walked with purpose and dignity, but Murdock skipped along beside them, as 
If he were aware how much It annoyed them. "Where we golin', huh? When we gonna get there?" 


One of the guards leaned toward the other and spoke In low tones. "“He'|li find out =~ and he 
won't be skippin* outta there, that's for sure." 


Cotonel Decker and Captain Crane walted by the window, looking out on the courtyard as Murdock 
and his entourage entered the treatment room. Murdock took the first avallable chair and Immedi- 
ately put his feet up on the desk, his scruffy high-tops right next to the Colonel's hat. 
Decker's lips curled In a cold smile. “Hello, Captain Murdock." 

His face lit up In recognition, and he gave a cheery wavee "Well, hey, there, Colonel. Fancy 
meetin' you here. You fn for a IIttle R-&=-R, ere you?" He crossed his legs, crushing Decker's 
hat as he did so, then adopted an affected English accent. "The Forensic Ward Is lovely this 


time of year." 


Decker's smile suggested a hint of loathing, coupled with knowIng superltority over his unsus- 
pecting prey. “Actually, son, we came to see you." 


Murdock dropped the Sherlock Holmes bit and returned to his usual spirited tones. “"LIi'!t ol* me?" 
The Colonel crossed to his chair and looked him square In the eye. This was made no easier by 
the fact that Murdock persisted In batting his eyelashes at him. “Captain, I've had my eye on 


you for a very long time." 


Murdock almost blushed. “Why.eewhy, Colonel, |! had no Idea..." 
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"That's right. You see, Captain, ! know you've been lying to me." 


Decker was suddenly grabbed by the lapels; Captain Crane and the orderly started forward to free 
him, but he motioned them back. "Ya gotta belleve me, Loule," Murdock sald In his best Cagney 
Imitation. “The dough was In the fish~bow!]...underneath the..-castle..." 


The Colonel met his eyes with steely determination. "Murdock, you're going to tell me everything 
you know about Hannibal Smith and the A-Team." 


Murdock released Decker, and sat back. "I don't know nothin' about no A-Team. Altn't you asked 
me about them before?" 


"That's right. But this time, !*m golng to hear the answers | came to get." 
"| don't know nothin' about ‘em, Colonel. Never did." 


Decker crossed the room and opened the door. An Army medic tn a lab coat entered with a cart, 
wheeled It to Murdock's side, and took a syringe from a tray. Murdock stared at It with the 
first real concern he'd shown since belng brought In. 


"| think you do," Decker told him. He lifted a labelled vial from the tray and held it In front 
of Murdock's face. "Do you know what this Is, Captain?" 


Murdock swallowed hard. His bravado was falling fast, going to a place where he knew he would 
have a hard time locating It later. "It's a little glass thing..." he managed to say. 


“This lIttle glass thing Is the key to unlocking all the secrets you've got hidden In the back of 
your mind. This Is called sodium pentothal." The words tasted good. "And by the time It's 
through with you, |I'I!l know everything I've been trying to find out all these long years." 


“No, thankse.. ! already had dessert..." 
Decker handed the vial to the medic and stepped aside. “Go ahead." 


Murdock passed the city IIimits of Panic and got on the expressway to downtown. He tried to pul! 
away from the hands that took hold of him from all sides, but In spite of his struggles, the 
orderly rolled up his sleeve, and the medic readied the Injection. The nurse tightened a band 
around his upper erm and found the velne “You can't do this to me! This Is against the Geneva 
Convention! I'm gonna sic F.eDeRe on you, and ol’ Winnie Churchill, too!" 


"Now, Just relax, Captain,” the medic sald. “Don't make ft any harder than [{t has to be." 

"How do you Iike It when people stick needles In you?" He turned away when the medic adminis- 
tered the shot, flinching slightly at the momentary pain. The guards relaxed thelr hold on him, 
and he slouched IImply In hts chair, shaking his head to try and keep It clear. “Noe... Oh, 


NOwee" He was slipping; things were getting fuzzy eround the edges. 


Decker pulled up a chalr, and Crane moved closer. Time for the kIII. "Now, Captain," the 
Colonel! purred, "we'll discuss the A-Team." 


“| don't know nothin® about no A-Team," Murdock Insisted. "Say, any of you fellas know how that 
last Captain Marvel comic came out? | was gonna finish It later but...1 really can't...walt..." 
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He was desperately trying to remain as Incoherent as possible. He had a pretty good Idea what 
the drug was capable of, and knew his only hope was setting up the pins and moving them all 
before Decker could knock them over. He didn't trust himself any more -- and that was scary. 


“Let's talk about colonels, Murdock," Decker suggested. "Colonel Hannibal Smith." 


“Hannibal...” Murdock heard himself say, although he didn't Intend toe He shook hIs head vehe- 
mentiy. "1 didn't say anythinge.." More words came out of his mouth without his permission. 
“Damne oo” 


“Where Is the A-Team, Murdock?" 


The melody of a 1950's song began floating In the roller-coaster ride Murdock had formerly called 
his mind. “Ase. I*I!l always love you..." he sang happily. 


"He's resisting," the medic sald. 


“| didn't expect him to spill ft al! in the first breath," Decker retorted. “He's got will- 
power, we know that. What kind of dose did you give him?" 


"Adequate, sire Just give ft a few minutes to take effect." 


The Colonel sat back In hIs chair and watched. Murdock concentrated as hard as he could, sitting 
with his eyes tightly closed and his fingers clutching the arms of his own chair, fighting the 
drug's Influence. What a great song that had been... Who had recorded It, anyway? "B... 
Because my heart is true..." He couldn't remember what "C" was. He was sure he'd known It Just 
@ minute agoe "Bese Be Ac oo" 


* Heh 


The Assistant Director called a tunch break, and the dozens of people connected with the produc- 
tion of "Revenge of the Son of the Aquamaniac" went off In as many different directions. John 
“Hannibal™ Smith, In the title réle and a cumbersome latex IIzard suit, sat down to have hls 
lunch relayed to him by Templeton Peck. He removed his I!zard headpiece, but had a problem with 
the hands; his own were encased In large green gloves with three-Inch talons, making them diffi- 
cult to manoeuvre. 


The two men sat In the side door of a large black van, along with B.A. Baracus. While "Faceman" 
Peck applied ketchup to the French fries, Smith read from a plece of paper that had been stuck to 
one of his talons IIke an Invoice on a sptkee "And then we get back to L.A," he finished. 
“Four days tops." 


Peck looked up from the fast food. "With a down payment of how much?" 


“I"ve always hated the word ‘mercenary,’ Face," Smith replied. "But | guess It's a matter of 
personal taste." 


“Look, Hannibal, I'm all for this business of truth, Justice, and the American way, but If you'll 
notice, Superman also had a steady day job." 


Baracus Joined the conversation. “What the Faceman means ts that his pIckin's been kinda slim 
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late| ye" 


Peck bristled. "B.A, I*Il have you know I've got a scam running hot right now In West Covina, 
one that'!! put me on top for..." 


"Cool It, you guys, will you?" Smith knew his cohorts well enough to know that Peck's scams were 
a great source of pride to the handsome young con man, and anyone who cast asperslons on them was 
asking for trouble. Anyone, that Is, except B.A. Baracus, who could easily make al! the dlspar- 
eging remarks his heart desired. Anybody B.A.'s size could pretty much do like the elght~ 
hundred=pound gorilla in the old joke == anything he wanted. 

Rather than referee the argument, Smith called for order. As senlor officer and the ob ject of 
much respect, he had It Immediately. "Look, do we take this one, or don't we? That's what we 
have to decide here, not whether or not Face's latest flame can be sosked for another few weeks." 
He filcked the paper with a scaly-gloved hand. "What do we think?" 

"I'm still walting to hear what they've coughed up for a deposit," Peck sald. 

"And Malaguay, Hannibal," B.A. observed. “That better not mean flyin'." 


Smith tackled the monetary concern first. "Mr. Perry told Mr. Lee that his firm could ralse 
fifty percent of expenses now, and fifty percent after we've retrieved the stolen shipments." 


Peck nodded. "And did Mr. Lee tell Mr. Perry that the A-Team would be happy to spot hfs firm 
for the additional costs until said goods were recovered? Mr. Lee has been InhaliIng too much 
spray starch." 


"Come on, Facee.." 


"No, don't give me that ‘Come on, Face' routine. Face doesn't have a steady gig like the Aqua- 
lunatic here. Face has to..." 


“"Aquamaniac.“ 


“Whatever. Face has to make It on whatever we make on these assignments. And let me tell you 
something, Mr. Aquamanlac, lately we've been working more for charity than for our own survival." 


Smith nodded. He had a point. "I'll admit the one where those two old people needed us to get 
their pensfons out of the hands of the racketeers didn't exactly pay off too well, but..." 


“How ‘bout the one where the family hired us to save thelr diner from the gangsters who wanted to 
level it and bulld a freeway ramp?" Baracus added. 


"It pald off In cheeseburgers," Peck reminded them. 


"And," Smith continued, "maybe the time we saved those four girl sIngers from working for that 
crooked promoter..." 


"Well, I didn't mind that one so much." 


“| thought not. So what's the verdict on this Mr. Perry?" 
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Peck shrugged. "lt hate to say It, but...we need the money." 


"Okay, then, we get ready for a trip to Malaguay. 68.A., you and Face can start by swinging by 
the V.A. hospital for Murdock." 


Baracus's expression darkened. "How many times | gotta tell you, man? | ain't flyin’ with that 
crazy fool Murdock!" 


“Just go and get him. We'll find some use for him." 
Baracus scowled. “Not unless the sucker can paddie a boat." 

e* & tee 
"Stxteen choruses of 'Row, Row, Row Your Boat'!® 
Decker's disgusted voice was the only sound In the otherwise silent treatment room. He stood In 
one corner of the room, conversing quietly with Crane and the medic. The nurse sat several feet 
away, checking Murdock's pulse. Murdock's eyes were closed, and he was quiet; his head nodded 
forward, and he appeared to be dozing. 
"| just don't understand It, Colonel," the medic sald. 


“| understand perfectly. He's blocking." 


"Excuse me, sir," Crane sald to his superior. "But Is [ft possible that Murdock simply doesn't 
know?" 


“What doesn't he Know? What hasn't he told us? We've heard everything from the Gettysburg 
Address to the theme song from 'Rawhide.* He's blocking, Captain. Bet on ft." 


“What now, sir?" 


Decker glanced at Murdock, then turned to the two guards. "Take him back to hIs room," he or- 
dered. “He's too much for me right now." 


The nurse touched Murdock's shoulder and spoke directly Into his ear. “Captain Murdock? Captain 
Mur dock..." 


His eyes opened slowly, and he looked up at her. 
"Come on now, Murdock. We're going back to our room." 
His voice was faint, and It seemed al! he could do to get his Ifps to form words. "What?" 


“All right, that's enough. Come with me." She took his arm to help him to his feet, but he 
pulled away and stared at her suspiciously. 


“What are you talking about?" 


"We'll be talking about a court martial In about five seconds, Captain," Decker told him. "You 
heard the nurse." 
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Murdock looked at the Colonel and biinked repeatedly, as If to clear his vision. "Who're you?" 
Decker was not amused. "Nice try, Captain. Don't play games with me." 


Murdock sat bolt upright In his chair. His eyes reflected real confusion, not the head trip he 
was continuously trying to inflict on those around him. “Where am |, anyway?" he demanded. 


The Colonel had had enough, and then some. "Murdock..." 


The medic cut him off, and went to his patient. "Just a moment, Colonel, please." He examined 
Murdock's pupils for dilation, then checked his vital signs for stability. Decker watched 
Impatiently as he motioned to the nurse. "Take the Captain back to his room I'II be In to see 
him In a little while.” 


She took Murdock's arm again, and he regarded her with the utmost confusion. “Where am |, lady? 
What's goln’ on here?" 


“Everything's just fine," she assured him, unsure herself of just what was happening. This was 
very unlike Murdock; generally, he was lots of fun, and whenever he set off on one of his side- 
trips tnto the twilight zone, he remained In good humour. She couldn't help thinking this wasn't 
Murdock. Not really. 


She managed to get him to his feet. He looked eround with something akin to panic on his face. 
When he finally noticed the guards, he exhibited a distinct preference for the nurse, and allowed 
her to lead him out. The guards fol lowed. 

Decker walted until they were gone, then looked to the medic for an explanation. The man was a 
full step ahead of him. “We may have a real problem here, Colonel. I've seen this reaction 
before." 

"Spell It out for me, then. 1 haven't had the benefit of medical school." 

The medic took a deep breath. "His emotional state before the administration of the pentothal 
was near panic. it's quite possible the drug's effects combined with that panic to cause a 


temporary memory lapse. Purely psychological. In layman's terms, a black-out." 


The Colonel resisted an Impulse to display his frustration In a physical way. "What do you 
suggest?" 


"The reaction should disappear by Itself." 
“How long?" 


"There's really nothing |! can do about It, Colonel. This is a fairly common reaction to Intense 
questioning, particularly among the emotionally unstable." 


"He'li be all right, then?" Not his first question, but at least he'd gotten around to It 
eventually. Murdock was too valuable to Ignore his wel l-belng. 


"Give him time," the medic replied. 


# 60 * 


_3 





\ 
nl a 3 3 


* \: 


. 















































Decker's teeth clamped together. The frustration was back. "I could have had them..." 
"Whatever he might have known about the A-Team, Colonel, he certainly doesn't know now." 

"He was so desperate to protect them that he managed to block out any memory of them at all?" 
"!f he ever knew anything," the medic reminded him. 

"If..." 


Decker and Crane exchanged a glance. It was one of those "they did It to us again" looks, one of 
the ones they shared too damned often. It had to be somebody's fault, and Murdock was the 
obvious scapegoat. 
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Perry and Mike strolled along the nearly deserted plier with what they hoped was a casual alr. 
The two of them would make the Initial contact; four would arouse unwanted suspicion. The 
Instructions were simple. Mr. Lee had toid them to go to the pler and walk. They were into 
thelr third hour, and beginning to get a little antsy. 


Mike kept looking around expectantly. "I don't see any sign of ‘em." 


"What do you want them to do? Walk right up to us and say, ‘HI, there, guys, we're the A-Team’? 
Use your head, Mike. They ain't stupid." 


There was nothing to do but keep walking, and hope nothing had gone wrong, hope they hadn't been 
found out In the Investigation Perry was sure Hannibal Smith had Instigated. It was a small 
chance, but a possibility. He had spent months In planning, and had covered his own tracks to 
the point where he himself would have had trouble retracing his steps.- He was as sure as he 
could be that they were In the clear. But... 


"Which berth?" 

"The Chinese guy said they would find us." 

They were closer to the A~Team than they knew; on the deck of one of the larger boats moored to 
the dock, Hannibal Smith had them In hts slghts. He twisted the knob on his binoculars until the 
men were In crystal-clear focus. Then he ralsed a walkie-talkie to his mouth and spoke softly. 
"Okay, I've made visual." 

Peck's voice came back to him with a tinny echo. “I read you, Hannibal." 

Smith walted a few more moments. Better safe than sorry. In this IIne of work, If you weren't 
safe, you were usually more than sorry. Sometimes, you were dead. “They're alone. Al! right, 
i'm going to contact them." 

He set the radio down and left it with the binoculars on the deck of the borrowed boat. Part of 
Peck's latest scam. If the yacht was any Indication of the rest of the deal, the Faceman had 


made out Iike the bandit he was on this one. 


He made hits way to the rope ladder that led to dock level, coming up onto the pier Just shead of 
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Perry and Mike. “You look a little lost, gentlemen," he began Jovially. “Anything |! might be 
able to help you with?" 


Perry shook his head. "No, thanks, pal. We got no problems." 
“| thought you wanted to hire the A-Team." 

"You 'reeoe” 

"i'm Hannibal Smith. What can we do for you?" 


Perry took a step forward. “We got your down payment right here." It was hard to maintain his 
cool; he could feel the adrenalin in his velnse He Indicated the bundle under one arm. 


Smith nodded. “That's Just fine, gentlemen. Why don't you come on down, and we'll discuss your 
situation In detail." He gestured for them to follow him, then started back down the ladder. 


Mike's strong arm stopped Perry. “Why don't we Just get Smith now, and never mind the rest?" 


"No way, mane I want ‘em all." He'd put too much work Into It. Far too much. There was no way 
he was going to settle for just one man. It was all or nothing. And so far, everything was 
going exactly as planned. 


He shoved Mike toward the rope ladder, follow!Ing him closely. This sudden desire to get Ideas 
worrled hime He would have to keep an eye on his partner. 


The three men met on the deck of the yacht. Smith summed up. "Mr. Lee tells me you lost some 
merchandise to smugglers in Malaguay, and you'd IIke me and my associates to get It back for 
you." 


"That's right." 

“What kind of merchandise are we taiking about?" 

“My company deals primarily tn the exportation of tobacco products." Perry reached Into the 
Inside pocket of his jacket and removed a cel lophane-wrapped packet of three clgars; he passed 


the package to Smith. "One of our biggest sellers." 


Smith Inspected the package briefly, and nodded [tn agreement. ‘ll can understand why. Very 
nice." 


He handed it back, but Perry motioned for him to keep It. "Please, with my compliments." 


“Thank youe" Smith pocketed the cigars. "Now, If you'll forglve me tor getting down to brass 
tacks -- the money?" 


Perry passed him the bag, and he took a cursory look at the contents. He would need Peck for an 
accurate estimate, within twenty dollars or so, but from what he could see, It looked very much 
like about half of the stated fee, the agreed-upon down payment. With luck, It would cover the 
out-of-pocket expenses the trip would entail. One of which, as yet unknown to B.A. Baracus, 
would be airplane fuel. 
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"Well, everything seems to be In order," Smith sald at fast. "We'll get things rolling, and 
contact you In a few days when we're ready to make our move." 


"That's It?" Mike asked. 


"That's It — unless there's anything you didn't mention to Mr. Lee that you'd like to tell me 
now." 


“We told him everything, Mr. Smith," Perry assured hIm. 
“Fine. We'll be In touch." 
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Decker's office was about as personalized as his uniform, and that was the way he Ifked It. 
Regulation desk, regulation chair, regulation telephone. He picked up the phone and dlaled. 


"General McFarland, please," he said when he got the connection. "Colonel Roderick Decker 
calling." 


Crane shifted nervously.e One sideways glere from his commanding officer froze him at attention. 


"Yes, this Is Decker," the Colonel sald Into the phone when the Genera! himself came on the Itne. 
"No, sir, It did not go as well as we had hoped.* He glanced up to make sure Crane was still 
holding at attention. "As | understand It, sir..." This was the hard pert. "...-Captain Murdock 
experlenced a panic reaction to the drug, and, well, sir, he had a complete black-out. He 
doesn't seem to remember anything at all." 


He had thought it would be easter to deal with It all In one breath, but McFarland didn't take It 
well at all. He held the phone away from his ear. The General's shouts at the other end of the 
connection were audible even to Crane, who stood a good sIx feet away from the recelver. 


"The doctor assures me It {fs only a temporary condition, sir," Decker tried again In a moment. 
"When Murdock snaps out of It, we'|J..." 


He moved the phone a bit farther from his ear. "Yes, sir. I'll keep you Informed, sir. Good- 
bye, sir." 


He replaced the telephone In {ts cradle, and assumed a pensive stance. "One thing I can promise 
you, Captain," he sald, choosing his words with the greatest of care. "As long as Murdock 
remains In this condition, he'll! be of as little use to Hannibal Smith as he Is to us." 


“eH He 


That night tound the V.A. hospital pretty well locked down for the night -- with the exception 
of Murdock. He had been pacing the floor of his room ever since the nurse and the two guards had 
returned him to It that afternoon. And as many times as he had been around the room and examined 
It and everything In Itt with great care, he was still at a loss to explain what he was doling 
there. He was certain It was a mental hospital -- and it stood to reason that If he didn't know 
who he was or why he was there, [tt was probably where he belonged. He'd been told repeatedly 
that everything would be all right, but somehow, he doubted It. It was too easy to say, and too 
difficult to bel lfeve. 
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He was not okay.e That was the one thing he was sure of. 


He sat down on the bed and leaned one elbow on the pillow. Something under It made a crackling 
nolse, and he started, then pulled out a Captain Marvel comic book. He scanned the pages dis- 
tractedly, then tossed it aside and reclined on the bed. 


Outside, Peck and Baracus crept through the bushes bordering the bullding, stopping from time to 
time to scout the erea, trying to stay out of the range of the sodium arc IIghts that made the 
place almost as bright as mid-afternoon. 


The lights glared off the gold chains Baracus wore, glinting like sunlight off a mirror; Peck 
winced, and forced himself to say nothing. RIltng the big man could be as dangerous as getting 
caught In the first place. 


They ran between two cars In the parking lot, Baracus In the lead, Peck behind as usual. When 
the con man finally caught up, he was out of breath and showIng It. "I must be getting old," he 
sald, puffing. "This Isn't as easy as It used to be." 


The blg mercenary glared at him. "Shut up, man, and follow me. One fool at a time." 

Retrieving Murdock was not one of Baracus's favourite things. Usually, it meant Smith was about 
to try and pull another fast one on him, knocking him out and putting him on an airplane. If 
anyone but Hannibal! Smith tried that, he'd put the guy out of his misery fast. Murdock meant 
flying, and Baracus hated to fly. 


That was putting It mildly. He would not fly, not unless he was unconscious, and Smith seemed to 
take an almost perverse pleasure In thinking up new ways to accomplish that state. 


Baracus turned his attention to the fuse box on the side of the bullding. 
A nolse from outside his window made Murdock open his eyes and look around. It sounded like 
someone was trying to get In, and that made no sense. Nobody broke Into mental hospitals. You 


were supposed to break out. Then he heard the sound again, and suddenly the window opened. 


Peck stuck his head In, then struggled the rest of the way Inside. He turned and whispered Into 
the darkness. "Nice work, B.A. Not a peep out of the alarm." 


A reply came from outside. “Hurry and get goin'. We ain't got all night!" 


The con man gave him a casual wave, then looked eround the room. Murdock was still on the bed, 
unmovinge Peck motioned him to his feet. "Okay, Murdock, time to go bye-bye. Come on." 


Murdock stared wordlessly, too surprised to think of a reply. 

“Ah, come on," Peck groaned. "| had a hard enough time scaling that wall like some kind of human 
tly. Don't give me the act of the week now. Save the new personality for later, when ! can 
really eppreciate it." 

The other man still sald nothing. Peck gave him a visual once-over, trying to ascertain what the 


new personality was supposed to bee "You know, | might actually get to enjoy this one," he sald 
after a moment. 
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Bearacus's harsh voice, hardly capable of belng called a whisper, reached their ears from the 
bushes below. "Hey, Face, what you doin’, holdin’ a prayer service? Get down here, and bring 
that crazy fool with you!" 


Peck winced at the volume of his companion's voice. They really were supposed to be quiet -- or 
didn't he remember that part? When Murdock stil! didn't make a move to exit, he reached out to 
grab his arm. 

Murdock pulled back sharply. "Walt Just a minute! J..." 


"Not now, Murdock, please! Come on, they'!I! be In here any minute to do a bed check. AS soon as 
they realize the alarm's out, they'!li..." 


"Do you always come In the window Iiike that?" 


"No, sometimes | swing through the window like Johnny Weissmuller! What do you expect us to do, 
come right on In the front door? What do you think this Is, the Beverly Hilton? Come on!" 


Murdock was frantically trying to find the words to phrase his next question when, over Peck's 
shoulder, he saw B.A. Baracus appear In the windowe He shrank back. "My God, what's that?" 


"Come on, sucker, get a move on!" Baracus growled. "Hannibal's waltin’ for us!" 


Peck turned to him tn frustration. "I don't know what his game Its this time, but It's already 
played kind of long." 


Murdock tooked at him vacantly.- "Do | know you?" 


"Cute, Murdock, real different. But we're wasting time here. Tell us al! about It In the van, 
all right?" 


"Where are we going?" 


Baracus had had enough. "Okay, | heard enough of this crazy rape Sucker's makin' this trip In 
the glove compartment!" 


Murdock dove behind Peck, who suddenly was the best thing he'd seen In ages, Infinitely prefer- 
able to the huge, [imposing cheracter who had made nothing but threats of physical violence since 
his appearancee Did he know these men? Even that one? What hospital had they escaped from? 
And where In the world were they planning to take him? 


Peck cast a reproachful glance at Baracus and took a step back himself. For [tnsurance.e The 
Sergeant looked more than a I!ttle miffed, and giving him a wide berth was the best Idea. 
"B.A, let's Just make our break, and talk about this later, all right? They'll have half a 
dozen MPs down here before you can say, ‘Shut up, fool!'" 


He gestured toward the window, and the blg man reluctantly climbed back out onto the ledge. Peck 
then made a sweeping gesture for Murdock to do IIkewlse. "After you, Mr. Murdock. Mr. Peck 


here. We'll conduct our formal Introductions in the van, If you don't mind." 


There was nothing else for him to do, Murdock reasoned. If he continued to resIst, there was a 
good possibility he would be ripped to shreds. If he did as he was told, there was a chance 
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something more palatable would come of It. He hesitated a moment longer, then preceded Peck to 
the window and put one leg over the sili. He turned back Just once. 


"| don't remember you," he InsIsted, scanning the other man's features for a clue, Just a flicker 
of recognition. There was none. 


Peck rolled his eyes. "Sometimes, | wish | didn't remember you." He gave Murdock a slight push 


to hasten hIs escape, then climbed out the window himself and closed it. He hastily screwed the 
wire mesh screen back Into place. 
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“Just what do you remember for sure?" 
Smith was In no mood for games, and It took a very short time to ascertain that Murdock wasn't 
playing Mental Monopoly with them this time. The four members of the A-Team were gathered 


eround a large drafting table with a map of Malaguay spread across It. 


More accurately, Murdock stood by himself, and the other three men stood together and watched 
him. It was 8 most uneasy watch. 


Murdock gave the question some thought. "1 remember waking up, and there were some people 
there." 


“Which people?" 

“A doctor, a nurse, a couple of guys In uniforms..." 

Smith turned toward Peck and Baracus. "Decker." 

“Decker 7" the con man echoed. 

The Colonel! looked again at Murdock. "Did they ask you any questions?" 
He considered for a moment, then shook his head. "I don't remember." 
Peck exhaled loudly. "Great!" 


Beracus was unconvinced. “Hey, Hannibal, what makes you think this sucker ain't playin’ another 
one of his crazy braln games?" 


"1 don't think so, B.A." He spoke again to Murdock. “And you don't remember anything at all? 
Nothing's familiar to you?" 


“Man, | don't remember anything that came before waking up In that room," Murdock replied. “The 
doctor told me I'd be okay." 


Beracus scowled. “That doctor's got high hopes." 


"Come on, Murdock, you couldn't forget B.A., could you?" Peck asked hopefully. "Go ahead, BeAe, 
gtve him one of your famous threats." 
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Baracus bestowed another of his patented glares on Murdock, who stared back at him with a com- 
pletely blank expression. 


Smith sighed. “Boy, this really takes the cake, Murdock. Everything else pales In compar!son." 
“What are we going to do with him?" 

"The question, Face, Is more Iike what's already been done to him. If Decker was there, It prob- 
ably means he questioned him. The puzzle Is what made him black out like this. A man doesn't 
let his entire past slip his mind out of carelessness." 

Murdock had listened more or less passively, but It was finally too much for hime "And while 
you're all looking at me like I'm from outer space, what about you? You break me out of a mental 


hospital tn the middle of the night, and drag me out here... What do you want from me?" 


"Belleve It or not," Smith answered, "we wanted you to fly us to Malaguay- But | guess that's 
probably out of the question now." 


When all else falled -- and [ft had been known to -- the A-Team could usually depend on Hannibal 
Smith to come up with one of his famous "plans" that, no matter how iInitlally tmplausible, would 
ultimately turn out to be ImpossIble. After that, It would -— nine times out of ten, at least -- 
work perfectly. Smith's plans were strange and wonderful things, and they were all one of a 
kind. Peck knew that. "So what do we do now?" 


Smith pondered for a moment. "|! think now would be a good time to get In touch with Mr. Perry 
and cancel our trip. We can't pull It off with Murdock In this condition." 


Beracus bristied. “How many times | gotta tell you | ain't flyin’ In no airplane?" 
"Right now, B.A., | don't think you're In any danger of that." 
Smith tit a cigar and took another Jong look at Murdock, who was regarding the three mercenaries 
with extreme disgust -- and that made even Smith nervous. Of all the things Murdock had ever 
tried to pull, this was the only one that had ever really bothered him. 
It was hard to swallow. But Murdock was no longer one of them. 

* &£ HH & 
"You think Smith's found us out?" 
Perry paced the IIving room, studying the floor for want of a better subject. Mike's question 
Irked him; he fought to refrain from snapping a reply. “No! No, absolutely not. We were too 
carefule There's no way he could know who we are." 
“Then why'd they back out?" 


“Maybe they figured the job's too tough for ‘em." 


Perry turned on Arnie. "i'm tellin’ you, they had no reason to back out of this assignment. 
We're talkin" about the A-Team here, not a high school footbal! squad." 
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Mike held up the bag In which they had delivered their down payment to Hannibal Smith earlier 
that same day. They didn't need to count [t to be certain It still contained every last cent of 
that payment. “You got a better explanation?" 

Perry ceased his restiess pacing and confronted Mike. "And who says that's gonna stop us?" 

Mike pulled at the seam of the bag, his fingers closing on a tiny object concealed InsIde; he 
pulled It out. "Without this?" A tiny seed-sIized radio transmitter was pinched between his 
thumb and forefinger, and he held It out IIke a tallsman. “We gotta find them." 

Perry yanked the bag from his hand and tossed !t across the room. Heavy with cash, It made a 
solid thump as It rebounded off the wall and landed on the floor. The other three men watched as 
he crossed the room to the I!quor cabInet on the far wall. When he opened the double doors, he 
revealed sophisticated electronic equipment Instead of the expected welld-atocked bar. A radar 
screen In the centre of the array glowed bright green; a blip of brighter green shone a few 
degrees east of centre. 


"What the blazes fs that?" Jeff asked. 


"That, my friend, Its the A-Team." Perry flicked a finger at the blip. "Right there." He 
grinned slyly. "Our [Insurance policy [In that package of cigars just pald off." 


Jeff had It then. "A second bug!" He shook his head In admiration. They just might pull [t 
off! "You're the best, man." 


"Ain't | been tellin’ you Jokers that all along?" 
"When do we move?" 
"Whenever you're ready, my man." 


Jeff removed a .45-callbre revolver from Its holster and checked It. The other men nodded to one 
another In affirmation. They left the apartment together. 


It was going to be one hell of a show. And thelr seats were front row, centre. 
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B.A. Baracus's black van was parked outside the large loading doors at the front of the ware- 
house the A-Team used as a field headquarters. Baracus himself made a routine check of the 
engine fluid levels while Murdock watched. Smith and Peck stood near the door, conversing In low 
voices. 


"He's not pulling our legs this time." Smith Indicated Murdock, who watched the Sergeant check 
the of!. Baracus busted himself pretending the other man wasn't there, as usual. 


Peck nodded. "! was afrald you were going to say that. And now?" 


“Maybe we can jog his memory. Find some key place, a thingee- Something so famIllfar to him that 
he can get a grasp on It, and then we may be able to bring him all the way back." 


"And what do you suggest? | mean, If B.A.e doesn't ring any bells for him, what wil1!?" 
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"| flunked my own Rorschach test In the service, Face," the Colonel admitted. "This kind of 
thing Isn't exactly my speciality. But In spite of that, | do happen to have a plan." 


“Of course." 

Smith flashed a smug grin. But before he could add anything, a late-model sedan careened eround 
the corner and headed directly at them. Taken by surprise, they reacted Instinctively when shots 
were fired from the speeding vehicle. 

"Incoming!" Smith called, diving for cover even as the others did the same. He and Peck ran 
headlong for the comparative safety of the warehouse, while Baracus grabbed a stunned Murdock and 
pulled him Inside the vane The sedan spun around In a rubber-burning turn, and came back for 
another pass. 

Smith and Peck crouched agalInst the wall underneath one of the windows, ducking as shots ripped 
through the wood. Smith readied his pistol, and Peck drew his own from the holster beneath his 
jacket. 


“Now, who the hell are they?" the con man asked. 


The Colonel snapped a clip Into his gun. “Save the questions, Face. They didn't slgn my guest 
book, either." 


They exchanged shots with the men In the car, and were forced to duck down again when retal latory 
fire came back at them. "Decker?" Peck theorized. 


"Nah, Decker wouldn't do It without the sirens and the bull-horn. Takes the kick out of It for 
hime" 


"Terrific." 


More gunfire forced them down flat on the floor. Wood splinters flew everywhere; the window 
shattered, raining glass. "Come on, B.A," Smith sald under his breath. 


Outside, Baracus Jumped Into the driver's seat and gunned the engine. On the floor In the back, 
Murdock ralsed his head cautiously, trying to see what was golng on. “What In the...2" he began. 


“You wanna stay allve, fool, you better shut up, and keep down!" He floored the gas pedal, and 
the van tore out of the narrow alley that led to the street. 


Mike had the escaping vehicle tn his sights. "Baracus!" 

Perry grabbed his arm, gesturing at the warehouse. "The others are cornered! Let's move tn!" 
The sedan screeched to a halt fifty feet from the door where Smith and Peck had entered the 
buliding. Perry motioned Mike and Arnie around to the back; they got out of the vehicle and ran 
In a low crouch as the cornered mercenarltes fired at them. Both reached the corner of the 


building and circled behind it without Incident. Instde the sedan, Perry and Jeff stayed low. 


“We give ‘em a minute to get In position," Perry Instructed. 


* 71 * 


"And then there's no way out but thls way," Jeff finished. 
"You got It." 


Smith took a turn looking out the grimy window. He could see the sedan and the two men running 
from It, but couldn't Identify the two stiftl In the car. “Who are those clowns?" 


Peck was too busy reloading his pistol to share In the speculation. "if they're clowns, and they 
caught us, what does that make us?" 


"Patience, Face. | think |! hear the cavalry coming." 


Smith's cavalry, In the person of B.A. Baracus, roared at high speed back through the alley from 
which he had just emerged, crouched behInd the whee! of the black van. Perry peered over the 
dashboard of his sedan, tryIng to Identify the source of the nolse bearing down on him, and his 
eyes widened In horror as he saw the massive vehicle approaching -- with apparent Intent to 
broadside them. 


He and Jeff dove to the floor and covered their heads In anticipation of a crash. 

Baracus swerved at the last moment, and spun the van around completely, moving between the sedan 
and the warehouse door. The blg vehicle slowed slightly as It passed; Smith and Peck took the 
opportunity to run from the building and leap Inside, Just as Mike and Arnie raced around the 


corner of the warehouse to join the confrontation. 


Perry's colleagues dropped to thelr knees and began firing, but thelr bullets caused only surface 
damagee- The van fled with all of the A-Team safely Inside. 


Perry slowly extracted himself from beneath the dashboard and got out of the sedan. Mike was on 
him in a moment. “We blew It, man! You and your element of surprise! Well, we lost ‘em! 
Surprise!" 

“Will you cool out? We'll have another chance!" 


"if It's gonna be anything Itke this last one, | don't want any part of It!" 


Perry's voice dropped; he spoke In the low, practiced tone of the full-time madman. “Don't cross 
me now, mane Just don't do I{t." 


Mike hesttated. He knew that look, that voice. Perry meant It. He made challenging eye contact 
for a few seconds, then backed down and looked away. "Now what?" 


"Shut up, and let me think." 
He started to get back Into the sedan, but Arnie stopped him, gesturing toward the right front 


tire. It was flat, torn apart by gunfire. Perry gave It a viclous kick, and looked after the 
long-gone van. 


* thet & 


With Baracus at the wheel, the A-Team was out of danger tn a matter of seconds. Hannibal Smith 
puffed thoughtfully on a fresh cigar, pulled from the package In his pocket. Templeton Peck, 
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serlously bedraggled after his dive Into the rolling van, made an attempt to pull his appearance 
back together; he hadn't dressed for a commando rald that morning, and It was paintully obvious 
that his Dior Jacket would never be the same. "Well," he sald, “now that we've had our adrenalin 
rush for the day, who were those guys?" 

“We've got plenty of questions," Smith remarked. 

“Yeah, and plenty of problems." 


“| didn't get a make on ‘em, Hannibal," Baracus reported. "It all happened too fast." 


“| don't Iike having people we don't know on our talls," Smith told him. "It's so much more re- 
warding when It's an old nemesis." 


Peck probed a long tear In his sleeve. "Don't you go on the Jazz now, Hannibal. {t's not enough 
we've got an absent-minded psychotic on our hands. Now, we've got the ‘Mystery HIt Men," too. 
This just doesn't seem to be our day." 

smith took a puff on his cigar. "Billy." 

"Biify who?" 


The Colonel turned to face Murdock, who hadn't said a word since the shooting began. “What about 
Biily, Murdock?" 


He thought for a moment, then shook his head. "Nothing." 

"You're not trying," Peck snapped. His jacket was a total write-off, and so was his Halston 
shirt. And from the look of things, It would be a while before they got a job and started making 
some money so he could replace them. 

“Faceeee” Smith warned. "How about a little support?" 

"Oh, come on, Hannibal. I'm only human. 1! can only take so much. i've managed to give credence 
to Captain Cab, Rex the Wonder Dog, the Range Rider, and a cast of thousands. What em ! supposed 
to do If he can't even decide who he wants to be? Start giving him Ideas?" 


"| have to admit Murdock's been exasperating at least three times as often as he's been amusing. 
But this time, ! Just don't know." 


Baracus slowed, and stopped for a red light. "You think Decker's really been messin‘ with his 
head, Hannibal?" 


“Well, something happened to him." 

“So help me, Murdock, you better not be glivin' us any of your crazy gibber- Jabber this time!" 
Murdock leaned forward In his seat. "I think !'m belng pretty damned understanding about this 
whole thing, don't you?" he demanded. "I let three strangers stuff me Into the back of a van, we 


narrowly miss getting gunned down by some maniacs with machIne guns, | spend hours getting names 
and places fired at me IIke buckshot -- and then you get mad!" 
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SIlence prevailed for several moments. Finally, Smith spoke. "That Isn't Murdock." 

Peck shook his head. “Not the Murdock | remember." 

Even Baracus was forced Into reflection. "No, | guess not." 

Murdock sat back. The tenslIon [Inside the van was almost thick enough to see. "Seems kind of 
lonely In here without all those multiple personalities we've grown to Know and love," Smith 
comnented. 

That was something Baracus wasn't quite ready to agree with. "Afn't lonely, just nice and quiet 
for a change." Something In his voice sald that, In spite of the sentiment, he had reservations. 
Smith had no trouble picking up on It, but Murdock didn't hear It. Al! he noticed was hostility, 
and that was what he sllently sent back. 

Smith gestured to a small side road as they were about to pass It. "Make a left here." 

Baracus glared at hime This was the back road to the airport, and he knew It well. This road 
was the last thing he'd seen more times than he cered to count. Generally, when he woke up from 
seeing this particular road, It was to find himself over Central America In the back of a leaky, 
out-of-control transport with Howling Mad Murdock holding the stick; flying the plane was too 
broad a statement, especially when sald plane was not so much flying as It was plummetting 


straight down into a rocky mountaln pass. 


No, Baracus didn't much like this roade He killed the engine. "Ain't leavin’ the ground, 
Hannibal." 


"Come on, BeA-, have a little patience." 
"Ain't leavin' the ground, Hannibal." 


"So much for patience." Peck's remark angered the already hostile Baracus, and the con man pru- 
dently chose to say nothing more. 


Smith turned to his driver. "This Is Just for Murdock's benefit." 
“Field trip, Colonel?" Peck Inquired. 
"You might say that." 


“Which Involvese..?"% Smith had that look on his face again -— and Peck wel! knew where It was 
likely to lead them. 


“The ten magic fingers of Templeton Peck." 
"Which must beg, borrow, or steal what?" 
"Elementary, my dear Faceman." 


Less than twenty minutes later, two pllots met at the rental plane counter for an afternoon cup 
of coffee. “How's that chopper handling?" the taller of the two Inquired. 
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"Think she could use a tune," the second man replted. He pocketed a small ring with two keys, 
and added sugar to hIs cup. 


Cue Peck. He entered the office, staggering as If quite drunk, his battered Jacket lending much 
to the effect. He turned toward the outside door and called out before It swung shut behind him. 
“All right, all right! tt! get It!" Then he backed away from the door =-~- and also backed Into 
the man with the coffee cup. Most of the contents landed all over both of them. 


"Hey, watch It, willya?" the pilot snapped, quickly reaching for some paper towels. 

"Oh, hey, i'm real sorry, buddy," Peck slurred. "Listen, any of you guys Know the way to the 
Santa Monica Freeway? !'m In a lotta trouble with the wife. | told her I remembered the way to 
her mother's house, and | got us lost, and now she says | did It on purpose. Anybody here help 
me out?" 

"You sure you oughtta be drivin’, pal?" the tall man asked. 

"Oh, sure, sure, I'm just fine..." 

“Seems [ike maybe you've had a little too much to drink." 

"If you knew my mother-In-law, you'd offer me a double," Peck replied dourly. 

The two pilots exchanged amused glances. Clearly, here was a man In a jam. "Right," the taller 
man nodded. "The freeway's about a mile from here. Just keep right on this road until you get 


to the Interchange." 


“(t had to be that easy, huh?" Peck sighed. "Oh, well, maybe I'll just stop at some friendly 
little roadside place and sneak another shot... Have to get us lost again to do It..." 


"Well, good luck," the helicopter pIilot sald. 


"If I'd had any good luck, I'd be livin' In a stngles joint In Venice," Peck replted. "But 
thanks anyway." 


He fumbled with the doorknob before managing to turn It. "Nice talkin’ to ya," he called as he 
stepped outside, letting the door swing shut behInd him. 


As soon as he was out of sight of the pilots, Peck straightened up and smoothed his hair. From 
his Jacket pocket, he pulled the small key-ring, the two keys still dangling from it. The guy 
hadn't even felt him IIft It. Now, If luck was with them, he wouldn't decide he needed his 
chopper for an hour or So... 


The keys belonged to a shiny blue-and-white helicopter parked on the pad at one end of the 
landing strip. That was where the A-Team headed, Murdock In tow. "Cal! It on-the-job tralin- 
Ing," Smith said as they epproached the chopper. "You know how to fly one of these." 


Baracus scowled. “Fool can't even handle a skateboard without crashin'." 


Confused though he was, that particular word got through loud and clear. "Crashing?" Murdock 
echoed, beginning to panic. 
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"Come on," Smith sald, giving Baracus a stern look to quiet him. "Just get In. See If It feels 
fami lfar." 


Peck opened the door on the pilot's side of the helicopter and motioned Murdock Inside. "You 
really think thls could work?" he asked. 


"You got any other ideas?" Smith replled. 

“Just get In, Murdock," Peck repeated. 

When Murdock still hesitated, Smith and Peck each took one of his arms and pushed him bodily Into 
the cockpit. Once Inside, he looked about as at home as a sheep In a birdcage. He touched the 
stick hesitantly. "This won't go off or anything, will It?" 

“I'm beginning to miss the Wonder Dog," Peck sighed. 

"| ain't," Baracus sald firmly. 

Murdock had stopped IIstenIng to them; he studied the controls Intently, yet without comprehen- 
Sslone He touched varlous buttons and switches, shIifted tn hIs seat, and grasped the stick more 
tirmly. Smith began to look hopeful, as did Peck, who began to whistle the theme from "The High 
and the Mighty." He stopped when he caught Baracus's glare. 

Even Smith's hopeful expression faded when It became more and more obvious that Murdock, try as 


he might, still had no Inkling of how to operate the helicopter. He removed the second cigar 
from the package In his pocket and lit It. There was one left. 


* e& HH 


A mintature radar scope blinked In the front seat of the sedan. Perry adjusted a dial; the 
blinking was suddenly accompanied by a constant beeping that Increased In frequency as they 
drove. 


*How we doin'?" Jeff inquired. 


"They're within a five-mile radiuse When we get In closer, we'll be able to pinpoint them." The 
light on the radar blinked more rapidly. "Soon. Real soon." 


*aiwete kt & 
"Any more plans, Hannibal Freud?" 
"This has Decker written all over it." 
"Just because Murdock remembers seelng Army un! forms?" Peck demanded. "That's a U.S. government 
hospital, you Know. He might have seen Douglas MacArthur... As a matter of fact, they're 
probably overstocked with MacArthurs." 


Smith shook his head. "It had to be Decker. But what happened?" 


"We could ask Murdock -- If we ever see him again." 
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Smith took one fast puff on his cigar before putting It out. 


% HEH 


Murdock ran his hand along the line of the tall section of the hellcopter. Yes, It was a 
chopper, all right; that much, he could attest to. Other than that, It held no spectal sIgnifi- 
cance he could recall; It might as well have been the Q.E. Ii. And as far as getting behind the 
wheel -- or the throttle, or whatever else It was called when you knew what you were doling -- 
well, that was Just plain out of the question. 


Baracus stood nearby, watching; Murdock was unaware of his presence untI! he spoke. "Don't worry 
*bout gettin’ that thing up In the alr. First, you better learn how to bring one down In one 
plece. wt 


“| can really fiy one of these things?" 


"So Hannibal says. But If you ask meeee" His voice trailed off. Murdock was looking straight 
at him, his brown eyes searching, looking for something akin to a I\fe preserver In a vast ocean 
-~ and he wasn't finding It. "Don't stare at me Itke that, man! Gives me the creeps!" 


“| can't belleve 1! wouldn't remember you. | don't know how anybody could ever forget seeing 
you." 


"1 can't belfeve you been on this crazy rap for this long, and Hannibal and Faceman are still 
buyin' It. Come on, Murdock, we got a Job to do. We gotta get on a boat to Malaguay. Stop 
messin' around." 

Murdock gave the tall section of the helicopter a forceful smack with the palm of one hand and 
stalked angrily away. “How many times do | have to tell you guys? J don't remember you. Any of 
youe What's it going to take to get you to listen to me?" 

“Murdock, | aln't got time..." 

He whirled, glaring. “You ‘ain't got time'? That's great, just great! You aln't got time, but 
you've got everything else. You've got people you remember, places you know, things you can do 
that you know what you're doin' them for. And I'd trade places with you In a minute, man! ! got 
nothin' but time!" 

The silence held for several seconds, then Murdock turned and walked away again. Baeracus looked 
after him, hls expresston softening for the first time since the start of the whole business. 
“Murdock.e.ewalt a minute. Where you goin', man?" 

“What difference does It make?" 


Baracus put a hand on his shoulder. "You'll! be okay." 


"This coming from the man who was gonna put me In the glove compartment," Murdock remarked with a 
humourless grin. 


“] mean It. You're gonna be all right." 


“How do you Know?" 
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"You gotta be," the big man sald simply. “Because I'd miss you." 
"You would?" 

"Yeah." 

He considered for a moment. "1! guess I'd probably miss you, too." 


Beracus's face became less menaciInge It was clear now. Not even Murdock was capable of that 
kind of put-on. It had to be for real -- and If tt was for real, then It was serfous. He was 
ebout to say something more, but Murdock shrugged, and turned his attention back to the hell- 
copter. 


Sudden gunfire spurred the blg mercenary Into action. He pulled his companion to ground. The 
shots came from Inside the alrport; It was difficult to determine exactly where. "Come on!" he 
yelled, rising to a tow crouch. The two men began a fast, low run toward the hanger where they 
had last seem Smith and Peck. 


The other members of the A-Team crouched behind some crates beside the hangar, revolvers out and 
returning fire. “This ts getting to be an annoying habit," Peck remarked. He fired a couple of 
rounds blindly. “it might be better If we at least knew who was out there." 

"You go right out and Introduce yourself, Face," Smith told him. “i can contain my curlosity." 
He carefully raised his head, ducking down again when a bullet tore a chunk out of the crate of 
machtne parts next to him. “They've got us all the way around, whoever they are." 

Baracus and Murdock joined them from the rear. "Not all," Baracus corrected. "Not yet." 


"We're cut off from the van. We may have to run for It." 


Another fusillade of gunfire drilled the hanger wall behind them. "I think J*II walt for your 
next idea, If you don't mind," Peck sald. 


Baracus got his own weapon ready. "Man, who ere these guys?" 


eek 


A few hundred feet away, Perry Jurked with a .45 In one hand and a walkie-talkie tn the other. 
He fired a shot, then spoke Into the radio. "Mike, what can you see?" 


"We got ‘em In a corner. It's Just a matter of time." 


Mike lay flat on the roof of a nearby hangar, his automatic polsed to fire. He'd come close; 
he'd almost tagged Smith. Now, he patiently walted for his next opportunity. At this point, It 
was a real cat and mouse operation. There was nothing to do but walt. The A-Team couldn't stay 
under cover forever. 


He sighted through the finder of the automatic, drew a bead on the van that sat empty In the 


parking lot, then moved to train the cross-hairs on the stack of crates concealing his opponents. 
Yeah, just a matter of time... 
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Jeff was behind the tall section of a small plane. The radio on his belt crackled, and he heard 
Perry call his name. “Position,” he replied. 


Arnie flattened himself against a tree near the alrport fence. "Check," he responded to Perry's 
volce calling him. 


"Nobody moves until | give the word," the disembodled voice reminded them. No grandstanding, no 


hot-dogging- Everything would go exactly as he designed It, and that had to be clearly under- 
stood. He had lost them once. He wouldn't lose them again. 


+t & & 


Baracus slowly crept around the corner of the hangar. About twenty paces ahead, he spotted the 
barrel of an automatic sticking out from behind a tree. He crouched as low as he could, and 
backed up. 

Behind thelr concealing crates, the others occasionally fired a shot or two to keep thelr pur- 
suers Interested. Baracus rejoined them, reloading hIs gun as he spoke. "I count three of ‘en, 
Hannibal. One up high, two on the ground. They got us on all sides." 

Smith nodded. "What's the best way out?" 

“Ain't no best way. Aln't no good way. They got al! the aces." 

“What kind of recon ts that?" Peck demanded. 

"Any 1.0.2?" Smith queried. 


“Nope. Couldn't get close enough." 


More Incoming fire. The four men ducked as one. "Well, gentlemen." the Colone! sald, "I'm en- 
tertaining any and all suggestions on how to get out of here alive." 


"| hate It when a plan falls apart," Peck groaned. 


Smith reached Into his pocket and withdrew his last ciger, setting his gun down to !Ight It. 
Peck stared In disbelief. “What are you dolng?" 


“| think better when !'m smoking," he answered. "Like B.Ae concentrates better when he's throt- 
tilng someone." He bit off the end of the clgar and reached for a lfght. 


The end of the clgar stayed IIt for only a couple of seconds, then went out. Smith frowned, lit 
another match, and tried agatn. The flame wouldn't even catch. "What Is this?" 


“Maybe the Surgeon General's new way of getting you to kick the habit," Peck suggested. 
Smith studied the end of the cigar, then broke It tn two and looked carefully at the Inside. As 
the others watched, he extracted a micro-transmitter unit and held It up between two fingers. It 


was smaller than a kernel of corn. "Or the answer to most of our questions." 


Baracus took the device. "Homing unit, Hannibal. Whoever's got the pick-up has had our position 
ever since you got this." 
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“What do you mean, whoever?" Peck returned more gunfire. "I'1il tay odds our friends out there 
taking pot shots at us know a little something about this." 


“Our good friend Mr. Perry planted these on me, Face. And | suppose we're very lucky we never 
got to Malaguay with him." 


"Luck's a relative term, Colonel. We can get Just as killed right here In L.A." 


Baracus crushed the transmitter between his fingers and threw It away. More Incoming fire ate 
away at the edges of the crates, and they all ducked lower. Peck turned to Smith. "Well?" 


"im working on It." 
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Mike let the rope drop as soon as he had his end anchored. The coll cascaded down the side of 
the hangar, dropping to within five feet of the concrete runway. He shouldered h!s automatic, 
swung his legs over the side, and grasped the rope IIike a trained mountaineer, then rappel led 
down with all the grace of a large, dangerous spider descending Its web. 


When he reached the bottom, he Jumped the last distance to the ground, then readied his gun again 
and ran, quickly and silently, to the cover of the building. 


* Ht & & 


Smith gazed up at the roof. “We need a better angle. They can see us, but we can't get a look 
at them." He waited for a pause [In the shooting, then motioned Baracus to follow him. "Cover 
us, Face." 


The opposing fire stopped momentarily, and they had a clear run to shelter before It started up 
again. When It did, Peck ducked down beside Murdock. “Keep down," he Instructed. 


"Don't worry." 
Smith and Baracus made their way along the wall of the adjoining hangar. The big man spotted 
Mike's rope and gestured to his companion, who nodded and holstered his pistol. He began to 


climb, with Baracus on the ground to cover him. 


When he reached the top, he peered over the edge of the roof fo see If they had any company. 
When he saw the coast was clear, he /Iifted himself over the edge and motioned the other man up. 


“| make two of ‘em," Smith sald when Baracus joined him. "One's just beyond that plane, and 
there's another In that recess." 


“The one behInd that tree makes three." 
"Three automatics against three handguns." 
"And Murdock." 


Smith frowned. “He's a Ifabl lity." 
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"Might be able to make the gate," Baracus sald. "With a good diversion, and a little good luck." 


"Considering the last few hours, |! wouldn't make any plans based on good luck." Smith motioned 
to his right. “Secure our perimeter." 


The blg mercenary took off In the Indicated direction. The Colonel kept his eyes peeled for any 
further enemy activity. 
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Peck slowly crept to the edge of the pile of crates and peered out. When he saw nothing except 
run-of-the-mi!! alrport flora and fauna, and attracted no hostile activity, he turned back to 
report to Murdock. Before he could say anything, however, they were both surprised by gunfire 
that suddenly drilled Into the crates -- from the rear. 

They were unprotected from that angle. Both made a run for It. 

The only available shelter was the nearby helicopter. They ducked down behind It. But it was a 
dead end; there was nowhere else to go, and It wouldn't be long before they were attacked from 
behind again. "“} have one tdea," Peck said after a moment. "And ! hate It." 


"Give It to me anyway." 


The con man cast his gaze skyward, then toward the helicopter, and finatfy back at Murdock -=- who 
didn't have to Know sign language to figure it out. “Are you crazy?" 


"Probably. Believe me, | don't like It any better than you do, but..." 

"| can't..." 

A bullet plerced the bubble surrounding the cockpit; time was up. Peck opened the cockpit door 
and climbed in, pulling an unwilling Murdock behind him. Once Inside, #e looked at his companion 
expectantly, hoping for a miracle. He didn't know why he expected one; perhaps the law of 


AVEF AGES ee. 


But the took on Murdock's face told him the miracle had passed them by. Another bullet whistled 
uncomfortably close to his ear. "Murdock..." 


"| don't even know how to turn [It on!" 


Desperate times call for equally desperate measures. Peck grabbed for a booklet that rested on 
the Instrument panel and tossed It Into Murdock's lap. "Here's the manual." 


"This ain't the Christian Sclence Reading Room! We don't got time for manuals!" 

Another round of fire passed over thelr heads, and Murdock flipped the book open, beginning to 
read furfously. in a few seconds, he nodded, closed the book, folded his hands, and closed his 
eyes In a hasty prayer -- a gesture the con man found less reassuring than encouraging. Then he 


turned the key In the Ignition. 


To thelr mutual amazement, the rotor started up- As Peck watched, becoming more and more assured 
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by the moment, Murdock pulled back on the stick and twisted the throttle. The helicopter rocked 
on Its skids, then actually lifted off the ground. “Atta boy, Murdock!" 


But his elation was short-IIved. Only twenty feet above the runway, the hellcopter began to 
pitch sharply, and he found himself holding on for dear life. “What's the matter?" 


"You sald you wanted It up," Murdock reminded him. “Well, It's up!" 


Peck grabbed for the manual again, and desperately opened it to the Index. "E..." he muttered, 
tlipping pages rapidly. "Emergency..." If there were directions for getting the thing up, It 
followed that there must be directions for putting the thing back down. And down was looking 
better and better... — 


Murdock fought to maintain stability, but his awkward efforts only resulted In overcontrol ling, 
and more pitching. They were fosing altitude almost as quickly as they were losing their com 
posuree Peck fllpped pages IIke a madman. "C..eCrash..." 


Out of control, the helicopter careened dangerously close to the hangar. The con man tossed the 
manual over his shoulder and closed his eyes, steeling himself for the Imminent crash. 


One of the skids clipped the wall, shaking the helicopter as It sheared off. The two men were 
thrown from thelr seats. Peck fervently wished he could recal! even a few stanzas of the Hail 
Mary. 

Murdock landed back In his seat, his forehead throbbIng from Its sudden and violent Introduction 
to the plexiglass bubble. Suddenly, he realized how close they were to the building. He grabbed 
the controls and manoeuvred the helicopter back Into safe air space, then held It at a steady 


hover. 


Peck opened his eyes when the anticipated crash falled to occur, and found his companion holding 
the controls with his usual prowess. "We're still alive?" he ventured. 


The pl lot nodded. “Yeah, | guess so. [| can still hear use" He tipped a glance toward the other 
man and ralsed an eyebrow. “Now wouldn't be the best time to ask how we got up here, would it, 
Face?" 


Peck stared back at him. "Murdock?" 


“Hey, do you know we almost hit that bullding? | could have my pllot's |Iicense revoked -- but | 
atn't had one sInce 1972. Does that mean they can't gimme a ticket?" 


"Murdock!" If he hadn't been frozen In hfs seat, he would have hugged him. “You remember!" 


Murdock let out a low whistle. "Man, am | ever gonna have a story for my next group ther apy 
session!" 


Next Important question. "Do you think you can fly this thing?" 
"Can a fish fly? Can a bird swim? Can...2" 


"Can you be serlous?" Peck retorted. "Let's go! Hannibal and B.A. are gonna need some help." 


#* B3 # 


“You got It, Faceguy." He banked the aircraft skillfully and began a smooth forward flight. 


Peck allowed hIs muscles to relax slightly. They weren't safe yet, but they were safer now than 
they had been a minute ago -= he thought. "Maybe we could hook up some kInd of On/Off switch..." 
he mused, hoiding onto the edge of hIs seat as Murdock banked Into another turn. 


*ek#etet t 


Smith and Baracus busIly returned Mike's fire. He was on the roof of the hanger directly oppo- 
site them, and seemed to have an Inexhaustible supply of ammunition. That was not true of the 
A-Team, however. In reply to an unspoken question, Baracus checked his belt. "Two rounds 
each," he said conclsely. 


Perry slung hIs automatic over one shoulder and reached up to grab the bottom rung of a ladder; 
It ended just below a trapdoor onto the roof Itself. He climbed swiftly and silently. 


The trapdoor opened nolselessly, and he found himself directly behind Smith and Baracus, who were 
concentrating on Mike. He climbed out and stationed himself alongside an antenna dish. 


Smith was less than satisfied with his companlton's accounting. "That's not even enough to..." 
He broke off as shots came from behind them. Several bullets narrowly missed them. They rolled 
In opposite directions, out of the IIne of fire, and ducked behind the meagre cover of two other 


antenna dishes, then returned fire. 


The Colonel heard the last bullet leave his gun. "We sure could use a little of that good luck 
right about now." 


Perry raised his rifle again. From behind, a hellcopter suddenly rose above the rooftop, and one 
of its occupants opened fire. The bounty hunter dove for better cover. 


Peck motioned Murdock to bring them In closer; the pI lot nodded, and Immediately compiied. They 
buzzed Mike on the adjoining roof. 


Mike ran like crazy. This was a contingency they hadn't planned on; therefore, he didn't know 
how to handle It. Murdock let out a spirited cowboy yell and swooped down close enough to make 
him drop and cover his head. When he went down, his gun skidded across the roof and over the 
side- Realizing he was no longer armed, he put his hands above his head and kept them there. 
Peck fooked down and gave him a cheery wave. "One down, three to go," he remarked. 


Murdock nodded, and pulled the throttle. The chopper galned altitude rapidly. "Let's go for the 
spere." 


Jeff and Arnie stood by the crates Peck and Murdock had once used for cover. When the hel copter 
buzzed overhead, they fired on It, but a few answering rounds from above convinced them they were 
on the losing side. They dropped their weapons and ralsed thelr hands. 


"Now, that was certainly agreeable of them." 


"You'd think we were holding a gun on ‘em," Murdock grinned. 
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Perry opened fire as the helicopter passed not far above his head. Smith took advantage of the 
distraction -- one of Murdock's best -- and tackled him, bringing him down hard and wresting his 
weapon from his hands. Perry broke away, and they both got to their feet. 


From the bounty hunter's practiced stance, SmIth knew he wasn't fooling around; he was obviously 


an expert hand-to-hand fighter. He straightened slowly, realizing Perry was allowing him time. 
But Instead of extending his hands, he merely grinned at his opponent. 


Perry took one step toward him -=- and was quickly taken out, as Baracus came up behind him. He 
hit the roof, moved once, then declined to get up for more. "Nice, BeA.," Smith observed. 


The helicopter passed overhead agaln, this time flying backwards. Peck flashed a thumbs-up, then 
grabbed for a handhold as Murdock banked sharply. B.A. also managed a grin. 


Smith sighed happily. "I love It when a plan comes together." 
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Baracus slammed the hood of the van and put the wrench back Into his tool box. Inside, with the 
door open, Smith and Peck sat with Murdock, who was deeply engrossed In a comic book. "What's 
the story, B.A?" Smith asked the mechanic. 

“Took a nick In the radiator, that's all," he reported. "Be just fine now." 


Murdock rolled up the comic book and stuck It In his back pocket. "“Aln't nothIn' my man don't 
know ‘bout cars." 


“Wish | Knew how to shut you up!" Baracus growled. 
Peck made a sweeping gesture at the two of them. "See, Hannibal? Everything's back to normal." 
"| have to admit, | was a little worrled for a while," Smith told him. 


“Worrfed? About Murdock? Hannibal, the swallows always return to Cap!strano -- and Murdock 
always returns to B.A., no matter..." 


Murdock cranked up the volume on the radio, and Baracus reached over to turn It off completely. 
A news broadcast had Just started; it caught Smith's attention. "...the Army has declined to 
comment on the reasons for Colone! Decker's transfer..." 


He held up a hand. “Walt a minute, B.A.," he Instructed. The blg man left the controls as they 
were, and the four men IIstened Intently. 


".eethe first time In over thirty years that the military base on Wake Island has housed American 
personnel. Colonel Decker Is to supervise the removal of unexploded depth charges from nearby 
waters; the assignment ts expected to last an Indefinite perlod of time. The Colonel has re- 
cently been tracking the Infamous A-Team. The Army expects his new mission to be a refreshing 
change of pace for him. On the national! scene..." 


The next lead-In was drowned out by laughter. "'Refreshing change of pace...'" Smith echoed. 


"A bit of poetic justice?" Peck asked. 
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Baracus switched off the radio. “Good riddance Is what | say- Now, maybe we can get that sucker 
off our talls for a while." 


"Oh, Decker'!! be back," Smith safde "And If | know him, he'l! be twice as mad as when he was 
shipped out." 


Murdock set his jaw. "Make a pincushton outta me, will he? | hope he meets an electric eel -- 
up close, and personal." 


"How do you feel?" Smith asked him. 

"Crystal clear, Colonel. i remember everything -- except what | told Decker while ! was under." 
“Judging from his new assignment, I'd say the only secrets you spilled were Captain Marvel's. | 
don't think we have to worry about him trying that again. Which reminds me, we'd better get you 
back to your cozy I!ttle room before they start to miss you too much." 


"Don't you worry "bout mee { can handle ‘em." 


"Like you handled ‘em before?" Baracus challenged. "And we had to come get you outta that mess 
you got yourself Into." 


"That doesn't count! I! wasn't ready!" 

Peck turned to Smith. "Isn't it nice to have things back the way they were?" 

"Kind of gives you a warm feeling Inside, doesn't It?" He took a cigar out of his pocket and 
started to light It, then, seeing the look on Peck's face, Inspected both ends, held It up to his 
ear, and listened. "It's okay, Just F.M. stations on this one." He touched a burning match to 
the end and started to smoke while the others contInued to bicker. 

"You missed me, didn't you?" Murdock teased. 

"Did not," Baracus sald gruffly. 

"Did too." 


"Did not!" 


Murdock stuck his tongue out at the big man, who grabbed him by the front of his Jacket and 
pulled him forward, meking a fist. “Aln't gonna miss you with this!" 


Smith and Peck decided things had gone far enough. They both stepped forward, and each took one 
of Baracus's massive arms. “Lemme go! Gonna show this sucker how | don't miss him!" 


Murdock bolted. Beracus got loose and ran after him. 


Smith puffed his clgar. “Here we go again..." 
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"Plague Bul let” 


(By Linda Ruth Pfonner) 


Something hit Stringfellow Hawke a wicked blow to the right shoulder. He stumbled on the uneven 
ground, and fell. There was a cry of triumph from behind him, and he scrambled desperately to 
his feet. Thelr pursuers were closing fast. He shoved Shklovski! ahead of him. 


"Run, damn you!" Hawke knew he had been shot; he could feel the hot blood flowIng. 
"Where?" the frightened sclentist squeaked, casting about almlessly. "They are everywhere!" 


"Straight ahead. That clear spot," the pllot panted. His shoulder was burning agony, and his 
visfon blurred with tears of pain. “The hellcopter...will...be...there...™ 


“1 see no hellcopter!" 
"He't!! be there! Get...moving!" 


Isaac ShklovskI! looked askance at the Intense American, and saw pain {Ines deeply engraved Into 
the young man's face. Blood soaked the shoulder of Hawke's grey jacket, and he seemed unsteady 
on his feet. Sudden terror lit the Russian bliochemIist's pale eyes, and he backed away. 


Hawke peered at him, confused by the sudden alteration of his behaviour. "What's the matter 
eooWith you... 2?" 


"Stay away from me! Don't touch me!" 


“Whate.«.?" Realization slowly dawned In Hawke's dazed mind. Shklovskil had told him, when he 
first arrived to help the sclentist defect, that the plague bullets Archangel had described In 
his original briefing were no longer simply experlmental; they were already belng used on a 
limited bastIs. 


The American felt cold, and leaned against a rock, out of breath and more than a little dizzy. 
Abruptly, he grabbed for the sclentist -- who carried a case holding the serum that was the only 
cure for what the bullets carrled. 


Shklovskil squawked IIke a frightened bird, and ran, panicky and unheeding, up Into the rocks 
rather than down to the meadow where AIRWOLF was to meet them. Clumsy with fear and a frighten-~ 
Ing disorlentation that Increased with every unsteady breath he drew, Hawke followed him, his own 
pursuers forgotten. 


But the IIttlie RusslIan was as agile as a squirrel, and Hawke lost sight of him among the rocks. 
Victous cramps selzed him, and he doubled over, falling helplessly to his knees as convulsions 
racked his body. 


After they passed, he looked up blearily. He was alone. He could see nothing around him but 


rocks and clear midnight sky. He leaned against a rock, his panting now audible sobbing. The 
pain was getting worse, and with ShklovskI!I safely hidden In the rocks, he would never catch him. 
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Fumbling, awkward, his muscles trembling with pain, fear, and a fury that was becoming overpower- 
Ing, he pulled his tiny transcelver out of his pocket. "Dom?" 


Aboard AIRWOLF, hovering below the radar celling, both Dominic Santini and Caitlin O*Shaunessy 
heard the strain in that single syllable. 


"Yeah?" Santini answered, keeping the transmission short so they would be more difficult for the 
Soviets to trace. 


"Scrub the mission," Hawke ordered hoarsely. “Runeeerun for Ite." 

Santini [Ignored Caitlin's gasp of shock. "What?" he demanded. “Are you nuts? What happened?" 
“BastardeeofaN OUteecOMecoMBoee" 

“What happened to you? String?" 


"Shot..." It was becoming more and more difficult to speak. Hawke hoped his friend could under- 
stand him. 


"Bad?" Santini barked the question. 
"Badeeeenoughe Go home, Dom..." 
“Like hell! We'll be right there. Just hang on for a few minutes..." 


"Dom." Hawke's volce was suddenly gentle, chiding, and Santini felt horribly cold. "You can't 
eeeland.eehere. 'S all..erockse.e" 


“A ladder..." 

"No. | can't..-climb. Go home, Dom. Please." 

“Why?” 

There was a pause then, during which Santin!I could hear Hawke panting. 
"String?" 

"Plague bullet..." The voice was barely audible. 


Santini's fist clenched; Caltlin smothered a cry of horror with her hands. They heard a stran- 
gled gasp over the radio, and both flinched as If the paln were thelr own. 


"String..." 
"Dom.. please. oo” 
"String?" 


Hawke made no response as his friend shouted into the mike. 
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Santin! could hear rasping breathing over the radio, but nothing else. Torn between personal 
loyalty and professional responsibIiiIty, he did not move. If Hawke was dying -- as he plainly 
belleved -- no purpose could be served by landing, risking capture, exposure to a fate like his, 
and the loss of AIRWOLF to the Soviets. But If they could rescue thelr friend from his present 
predicament, and fly him =- at AIRWOLF's Impressive top speeds -- to Oslo, or even London, where 
modern hospitals awalted, perhaps they could save him. 


it was a long shot, certainly, but... 
“Mr. Santini, you land this helicopter right now!" 


Santini glanced at the slim girl In the coptlot's seat, and saw her eyes blazing at him. He 
suddenly felt ashamed of himself for pausing to calculate the risks. What was that challenge to 
the fates he had heard In that silly space movie? ‘Never tell me the odds!’ Of course not; odds 
and risks could not be permitted to have any bearing on friendship, or Its obligations. 


They would rescue Stringfellow Hawke -~- or dle trying. 


“You're right, Caitlin," he agreed. “Get a survival pack and the medical kit. I'Il hover while 
you climb down. See If String's right, If we can't land. Take a radio. We'll! figure out a way 
to get him aboard." 


“Yes, sir!" 


A quarter of an hour later, AIRWOLF hovered, steady under Santini's guidance. They were above a 
particularly nasty stretch of broken and fractured rock. CaltlIn cautiously climbed down the 
rope ladder, wearing a backpack contalning the recommended supplies. She reached the ground, 
jumped gracefully off the ladder, and waved the aircraft away. 


AIRWOLF rose high enough to keep her propwash from significantly affecting the surface, drifting 
onty sifghtly. 


Caitlin looked around, a bit disoriented. How could she find a wounded man In this maze In the 
dark? Especially since he might not be willlIng or able to answer her calls. She swung her light 
around almiessly, until! she saw a splotch of something wet on a nearby rock, and went to Investi- 
gate. 


It was blood... 


Once found, the blood trall was easy to follow. tn a few minutes, she spotted a motionless form 
clothed tn a grey Jumpsult IIke her own. She hurried closer. 


To her great relief, Hawke was consclous. HIs right shoulder was soaking wet with blood, his 
face was flushed, and his teeth were clenched against pain. He held his pIsto! In a shaky grip, 
aimed at a man who crouched several yards away. 


“Hawke?” she called softly to him. "It's me, Caitlin." 
The strange man yelled In panic, yammered something In Russlan, and ran. Caltifn just watched, 


emazed, as Hawke braced his right hand with his left and fired after the fleeing figure. The gun 
leaped crazily as It went off, and he nearly dropped [t. The stranger escaped, apparently 
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unhurt. 

"String? Are you all right?" She started picking her way toward him. 

Hawke turned to face her, recognition showing dimly through the glaze In his eyes. “Go get him!" 
he snapped. HIs gun poltnted In her general direction, and she watched It carefully, wondering 
how much control of It he really had. 

"Why?" It seemed silly to chase a man who could be anywhere In these rocks. 

"*'Cause he's got the serum!" Hawke spat. Then, with shocking suddenness, he slumped to the 
ground, as If the force of his fury had taken al! his strength. He tried to lift his head to 
look at her, and she could see the agony the effort cost him. 


She hurried forward. “String...” 


He turned on her, snarling, teeth bared, the pIstol almed at her, wavering only a tiny bit. She 
stopped, staring at him In amazement. 


“Stay away from me!" He ground the words out between clenched teeth. "Just... jJust...gete.. 
Shk lovsk fi!" 


"String..." She didn't want to leave him; he was plainly serltously Ill. 
"Calt..- jus’..eget..eth'...serum! Nothin’ else. owill..-helpe.e™ 


The woman abruptly understood. She shrugged off her pack, and started to take It to him. Hls 
grip tightened on the pistol as he ralsed It. She froze, shocked. 


"| saldeceStaye- backer." 


"All right, all right. Here." She tossed the pack, and It landed a few feet In front of him. 
"It's a medical kit, and a survival pack. You're shivering; at least, break out a blanket..." 


"CaltiiIne..!" 

"All right!" she snapped. "I'm golng!" 

She went off among the rocks, heading the same way the little Russfan had gone. There was no 
moon, and she needed her flashlight to find her way. She kept !t almed at the ground, so she 
would not fall, and was utterly surprised when a heavy welght fel! on her shoulders from above, 


smashing her to the ground. 


it was the Russian biochemist. He fought viclously, and she was somewhat stunned by his Initlal 
assault. In practically no time, he had her pInned. 


"You will take me back to America with you!" he announced, his knees holding her arms against the 
ground. 


"You will give String a shot of that serum!" she snarled up at him In exactly the same tone. 


"Not so! This Is my.seomy passport! My entrance visa, no? Without it, | will be beggar In 
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America, and | will not be beggar! Besides, even If | did give him the serum, he Is Infected. 
He Is..-contaglous. He cannot be approached unti! the serum works. In two hours, KGB will be 
here, and they will kII! him. ¢ do not Intend to walt here tor them! So, you and | wil! go to 
this helicopter and go to America, now, before KGB arrive. Get up!" 


Caitiin shivered as he hauled her to her feet. That was why String had been so adamant about her 
keeping her distance. He was dying, and he had been worrled about her...! 


She shoved her hands Into her pockets, felgning dejection and defeat. Shklovsk!l pushed her once 
to get her moving, and she went. But as she Slowly walked away from the rocks where Stringfellow 
Hawke lay dying, her fingers tapped out a code on her transceiver, a code that Dominic Santini, 
aboard AIRWOLF, would hear and understand. 


It worked. Behind her, out of the corner of one eye, she saw a brief flash of red light. That 
was her warning. Suddenly, there was a deafening roar dehind them, and a biinding light, as 
Santini brought AIRWOLF racing tn, al! her tights blazing. 


tsaac ShklovskI] reacted just as she had expected him to react. Shocked and frightened, he 
shrieked, "KGB!" and began to run. Ina trice, she was after him. 


Santini hovered ahead of them, keeping AIRWOLF's IIghts almed Into ShklovskI!'s face as much as 
he could. The five-mi!lilon-candlepower spotilghts were powerful enough to blind the man, and 
kept him disorfented enough to allow Caitlin to close the gap between them fairly rapldly. 
Abruptly, the world was full of thunder. The woman was so Intent on ShklovskII that she did not, 
at first, realize what she was hearing was Santini's volce on AIRWOLF's P.A. system. Then she 
heard the words clearly. 


"Look out! There's a cliff ahead of you! Stop...!" 


She managed to stop herself by running Into a rock, striking It so hard that the Impact drove 
much of her breath away. 


{Isaac Shklovskif was not so fortunate. Perhaps he was so frightened that he forgot his Engl!sh. 
Perhaps he belleved Santin! was trying to decelve him. Whatever the reason, he did not slow his 
pace unti! he saw the chasm open before him. 

And then it was too late. 

Caitlin, clinging to a tree very near the edge, heard the Russian's wild cry as he fell; then, a 
few moments later, she heard the horrible sound of his body striking the rocks below. She let 


herself slide to the ground, her gasps for breath changing to qulet sobs. 


ShklovskI1's death was Hawke's as well; her friend Just hadn't quite finished dying. It would 
take hours yet, but die he would, horribly, painfully... 


“Caitlin? Cattlin, answer me! Caftlin, are you all right? Caltiin, say something!" 
She pulled the transcelver out of her pocket. "I'm okay, Dom." 


"What's wrong, then?" His voice was filled with concern. 


= 10}. * 


"Heeeehe had the serum," she explained, choking off further tears. "Without It, String hasn't 
got a prayer. Oh, Dom...!* 


There was a moment of silence from the hovering hellcopter. Then the aircraft moved away a short 
distance, and spotlights played over the broken body of the Russlan sclentIst. 


"Caltlin, can you climb down there? It wasn't a real long fall. His eyeglasses aren't even 
broken. Maybe the serum survived." 


“Not likely," she replled, feeling her grief wel! up once again. 


The disembodied voice lashed at her. "Caltlin! This Is String's I!fe at stake here! It's worth 
the effort to check!" 


She glanced up at the hovering helicopter, a glant black wasp with Its ImpassIve eyes flxed on 
her, and Imagined she could see the expression on the pllot's face. 


"You're right." She stepped away from the rock she had leaned agatnst since It had saved her 
from the cliff. "Play the Iight on the edge so ! can see what I'm dolIng." 


"Sure." 


With the help of AIRWOLF's sun=-gun, she cllmbed down the rough face of the cliff. She wanted to 
hurry, but dared not; even with the light, It was a difficult climb. But eventually, she found 


herself on a more-or-less horizontal surface, and picked her way across the rocks to the Russlan 
scientist's broken body. 


Shklovskil was dead -- there could be no question of that. Hls eyeglasses had survived, as 
Santini had told her, but his skull had not. 


Caitlin tried not to look at the dead man's face as she searched his body. She had seen death 
before, and while It didn't horrify her, It still made her uncomfortable, probably for the same 
reason she always cut the heads off fish before cleaning them. She could not clean them while 
they watched her with their dead, vacant eyes... 


Her ruminations on death halted abruptly when she came upon a plastic cylinder In one of the dead 
man's pockets. It was still Intact. 


Caltlin's hands trembled as she opened the smal! package and dumped the contents out Into her 
hand -- shards of fine glass, a gooey green IIquid, stray bits of metal -- and two undamaged, 
loaded, disposable hypodermic needles. 


Only two Intact out of what had apperently been Intended as a squad medic's pack of nine. She 
stared at the precious things, awed that a man's IIfe could be reduced to utter dependence on one 
cubic centimetre of what looked like green syrup. 


“Wel 1?" 


She Jumped a little, startled by the sound from her transcelver, and her hand closed refiexively 
on those precious hypos. 


*Caltlin?" 
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"Two hypos still Intact, Dom," she reported gleefully. “One for String, and one for the labs 
back home." 


"No!" 
“What do you mean, ‘no'?" she demanded. "String needs this stuff right away!" 


“One for him, sure," Santini agreed. “But there's no point In a plague bullet unless the bug's 
contagious. The other's for you." 


"Me?" she repeated stupldly. 


"Yes, youe You've got to stay with him, and you've got to give him his shot. That'll expose 
youe So, one for String, and one for you." 


Caltlin shuddered. "Okay, Dom." She looked back up the clIff and shook her head. “Hover down 
here, will you? 1! don't want to climb all that again." 


AIRWOLF obligingly came down until her grey belly nearly touched the rocks. Caitlin dexterously 
hauled herself up, opened the rear door, and swung InsItdee Santini flew her back to the last 
place they had seen Hawke, and she jumped out, not bothering with the rope ladder. 


She could not see Hawke, but was still a little distance from where he had been lying. She 
eagerly scrambled over the rocks. "String? String, I've got it! String...2" 


She nearly tripped over her pack, which lay, stil! untouched, where she had tossed It. That 
provided her bearings, and she looked at the rock Hawke had been lfeanIng against when she had 
last seen him. He wasn't there. 


Frowntng, she went closer. Santin! obliged her with a spotlight, and she saw faint traces In the 
thin soll, tracks that reminded her of marks she had seen left tn desert sand by a man crawling 
with his last strength, seeking refuge -- Hawke's friend Jimmy Blake, that one time. She 
shivered, chilled, and began to follow the faint trall. 


It didn't take long. She had been gone only a short time, and Hawke was very weak. She first 
realized she had caught up with him when a bullet whistled past her right ear. She threw herself 
down. "String! it's me! Caltlint Hold your fire!" 


Her answer was another bullet. it ricocheted off the rock behind her and screamed off Into the 
night. 


"Damn It, String, cut that out! I've got your serum! Let me get close enough to give It to 
youl” 


There was no answer, but she heard a muffied clatter and hesitantly peeked out of her scanty 
cover. 


Hawke had backed himself Into a little cul-de-sac and stood braced upright against the rocks. 
His eyes were wide open, but she wondered If they saw anything; In the IIght of her flashlight, 
they were so heavily glazed that they looked blank. His .45-callbre automatic lay In the dust In 
front of him, and his left hand held his right shoulder. Blood dripped between his fingers. 
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"String...2?" she called gently. 

He heard her; he reacted, trying to see her. But he didn't speak. 

Caltltn took a chance, and stood up. She was silent, and Hawke didn't move. She fought down her 
fear; whatever was wrong with him, the cure was In her Jacket pocket. Moving slowly, she walked 
toward him, keeping her eyes on him so she would see If he grabbed for the gun again. But even 


as she watched, he wlited a little, and caught his breath as hls wounded shoulder was Jarred. 


in a trice, she was beside him. He flinched at her touch, pulling away, shrinking back. "No..." 
he protested, his volce breaking. "“No...stay away..." 


"It's all right, String," she assured him, reaching for the tiny plastic canister that held the 
hypos. 


“NQese You'll die.eetooe.." He tried to push her away, but she was stronger. 


“It's all right, String. Just relax," she ordered gently. “I've got the serum right here. Just 
hold still for a minute." 


He flinched again when she pulled his left hand away from his shoulder, and tried to pull free 
when he felt her push his sleeve up. 


"Damn It, String, hold still! I'm try!Ing to help!" 


His eyes met hers suddenly, briefly, and she thought he understood. Then he doubled over with a 
harshly stifled cry, and convulsions shook him. 


Caltlin caught and held him, terrified, desperately wishing she could help, but knowIng of 
nothing she could do. When the selzure was over, he relaxed IImply In her arms, finally uncon- 


sclous. His sudden stIlIness frightened her, and she hurriedly sought for a pulse In his throat. 


She found It, thready and weak, erratic enough to scare her. But at least It was there: he was 
still allve. She peeled back his sleeve and gave him his shot, then took her own. 


"Caitlin?" her transcelver called quietly. "Is hee».?" AIRWOLF hovered close by. 

"He's alive," she responded, surprised to find herself crying. "I've given him the serum, so | 
guess he'l! be all right. But he's dangerous to be near, and | may be; | don't know how fast the 
stuff works. So you go away til! this time tomorrow, huh? Go play tag with some MIGs or some- 
thing." 


Santini chuckled. "Right. That could even be fun. I'1I1I go park somewhere InconspIcuous. If 
you run Into any trouble, just yell." 


"Sure, Dom. No problem." 


AIRWOLF lifted away Into the night sky, and she was alone. Alone, with Stringfellow Hawke asleep 
In her arms. 


Caltiin smiled as she made herself more comfortable. How long had she fantasized about thIs? 
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Not quite as long as she had known him, of course; at first, her fascination had been for that 
wicked black helicopter he handled so deftly. Then she got Hawke confused with a certain White 
Knight she had dreamed of since childhood, but that surely couldn't last; he took too much 
delight In killing, sometimes, to be a true paladin. 


Now, she thought she could cope with the reality of Stringfellow Hawke. Her fingers touched the 
POW bracelet he always wore; she didn't need to see It to know what It sald. 


Saint John, she thought Idly, do you know how much you are loved? You're all that keeps him 
alive, ! think. And you're the pain he Iives with every day. The pain Is part of him. If he 
lost it, If he found you, would It kIIIl him? Or simply empty him of purpose? | wonder... 


Further reflection would have to walt; she realized she was getting wet. A moment's exploration 
revealed the frightening fact that the bullet wound In Hawke's shoulder was still bleeding. 


She squirmed out from under his dead welght and salvaged her pack. The medical kit held every- 
thing she needed. She did what she could for the wound. It was ugly; the bullet had torn clear 
through. 

When she finished, she spread a mylar space blanket on the ground and arranged him In her lap 
again. She rationalized the action; he was In shock, and she could keep him warmer this way... 
She was covering him with another blanket when he stirred. 

"String? You awake?" 

He stirred slightly and mumbled something under his breath; she couldn't quite make out the 
words. Her fingers brushed his forehead, and she flinched -- he was burning up with fever! No 


wonder he hadn't been quite rational... 


She got him to drink a IIttle water, then soaked a gauze pad and bathed his face. He relaxed a 
little, and so did she. But he didn't really regain consciousness. 


Suddenly, Cattlin froze, her ears straining. She heard voices! 


Several men were calling orders from the spot where she belleved Hawke and ShklovskIii had first 
entered the rocks. She pulled out her transcelver. "Dominic?" she whispered. 


"Yeah?" he replied Instantly. 

"Trouble..." 

"What?" His volce sharpened. 

"There's a crew down on the flats. if they track us up here..." 
"}*]| be right there," Santin!I promised grimly. 


“Come quietly," she urged. "They're on foot, so they'I! Just come looking harder If they think 
you're guarding someone..." 


"I'1t be a ghost. But I'll be there." 
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Because she was IIstenIng hard and knew just what to Iisten for -- and perhaps because she was 
several hundred feet higher -- she heard the high-pitched whine of AIRWOLF's engines. The men 
below didn't, and continued thelr search. 


Caltlin began to relax agaln.e Then one man cried out In triumph, and she heard Santint swear. 


"Stand by for trouble, Caltiine They're coming up- I'm golng to try and distract them. You 
weke String up- We're getting out of here!" 


“But, Dom...1" 
“There's no choice. Just do It" 


She could see his logic, even If she didn't agree with It. "All right, all right. We'll! be 
ready." 


"Good. Out." 


A moment later, the alr above her screamed as AIRWOLF did a fast overfllght to locate all the 
combatants -- and to attract the attention of the Russtans on the ground below. 


"String? String, wake up. Wake up, Stringe«." She shook him, trying to be gentle. 


He moaned under his breath, then hIs eyes flickered open. Slowly, reluctantly, they focussed on 
her. "Calt...?" 


"Can you sit up?" she urged. “We're In trouble..." 


"Sureeee" He tried, and with a push from her at the right moment, made it. He leaned against 
the rock, studying her through slitted eyes. He saw the blood on her jumpsult, and knew It was 
his own. HIs shoulder felt Immeasurably better; the burning within It was gone. For the rest, 
his mind was still a tittle blurry, and he couldn't clearly recall everything that had happened. 
So he didn't speak, but just looked at her, and tried to keep from panting. 


"Dom's trying to distract them, but he'll be here as soon as he can. We've got to get someplace 
where he can land. You're not up to acrobatics, ere you?" 


He flexed his hands tentatively. They felt numb, and when he moved the right, he felt the 
muscles protesting clear Into hts shoulder. "I! don't think so," he admitted reluctantly. 


She grinned. “Here's your cannon back." She handed him his automatic. "! sure won't use It. | 
could break a wrist IIke that!" She preferred the short-barrel led Smith and Wesson .38-cal Ibre 
Police Special she had carried since she had been a "flying meter maid" for the Texas State High- 
way Patrol. 


Hawke took the flat-sIided plistol and checked the clip. Three rounds fired. He frowned, remem- 
bering that he had fired them, but not at what. 


Caitlin saw the frown and chuckled wickedly. "You scared ShklovskI! with the first round. As 
for the other two, well, I'm damned glad you're a lousy shot." 


In spite of himself, his eyes leapt to meet hers. HIs horror was evident. "I was shooting at 
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"You were delirious," she sald gently. "You didn't know me, and you couldn't've known Shk lovskIii 
was dead. At least you missed!" She changed the subjfect quickly. "C'mon! We've got to get up 
there, | think." She Indicated a flat ledge that looked wide enough for AIRWOLF to land on. 


Hawke looked where she pointed, and hid his doubts. Then he looked up Into the sky as AIRWOLF 
made another pass right over their heads. Using the rock wall for support, he forced himself to 
his feet. 


"Go on," he ordered her as he tucked his pisto! Into his belt at the small of his back. "III 
follow you." 


She looked doubtful, and he glared at her. "Just pick the easlest route you can find," he sald 
tightly. He hadn't yet stepped away from the rock. 


She nodded at last. "And I'm not strong enough to catch you If you fall, right? Okay. C'mon." 
She turned away without giving him time to respond, even If he had been so Inclined. 


She was lithe and quick, lItght-footed as a gymnast. Ordinarily, Hawke I!ked to watch her move. 
Now, he watched her cllmb and hated his own weakness, grudged the necessity of letting her help 
him occasionally, and despised the fact that he desperately needed the rest breaks she called 
every few minutes; she patently did not need them at all. 


By the third break, barely halfway to their goal, his head was pounding, his mouth was cotton- 
dry, his shoulder was throbbing, and the bandage covering It was soaked with blood. Whenever he 
moved his right arm, his senses swam sickeningly, and his vision darkened at the edges. He 
knelt, huddled against the rock, shivering In the wind, hls head down, focussing ail his will on 
staying consclous. 


Caitlin watched him and chewed her lip. He was certainly better; the serum worked quickly, and 
his problem now seemed to be the wound Itself, and the Immense amount of blood he had already 
lost. He was fading on her, and It was still a long way to that ledge. 


Below them, she could see several platoons of Red Army soldiers carrying AK~-47s, and suppressed a 
shiver. That was the cause of the entire situation -- the plague bullets that were mixed, |Ike 
tracers, at one-In-five among the AK-47's normal loads. If she or Hawke were hit now... 


"C'mon, String..." 


Much to her amazement, he got up. She had been half-convinced that he had finally reached the 
limits of his strength. !t appeared she was wrong. 


She was repeatedly wrong on that count. Every time they stopped, he seemed on the brink of col- 
lapse. But he always got up. 


Eventually, they made It to the ledge. Hawke sank down against the rock wall, panting, and she 
kept an eye on their back tral! as she pulled her transcelver from her Jjumpsult pocket. 


"Dom?" 


"Yeah?" Santini sounded harried, and well he might. AIRWOLF required a crew of at least two to 
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operate her efficiently; he needed extra hands. 


“We're about a hundred metres higher, on the north face. There's a wicked wind up here, but | 
think this ledge Is wide enough for you to land." 


"I*I! be there tn a minute. How's String?" 
“Pretty good, considering. But his shoulder's bleeding again, and he's awfully tired." 
“Makes sensee I'I1 be right there. Just hang on..." 


“We'll be here." 


She craned her neck, trying to see thelr pursuers, and threw herself backward just In time as a 
burst of automatic fire raked the alr where she had been just a moment before. 


"“Caitlinee.!{" 
"Caitiines.1" 


One volce from behind her, one from the transcelver In her hand. They called her name almost In 
unison. 


“i'm all right," she assured them both, throwlng Hawke a smile to show It was the truth. "But 
they're getting awfully close, Dom. Where are you?" 


The wind that buffeted them suddenly changed direction. Caltlin and Hawke looked up as AIRWOLF 
slowly settled to the surface right on the edge of the ledge. The starboard door swung open, and 
Santini waved them In urgently. "C'mon, c'mon...!" he yelled into the wind. 


Caitiin darted toward the helicopter, and reached Inside for something Hawke couldn't see. He 
stayed by the rocks, out of the direct buffeting of the wind, one hand on a massive boulder to 
hold himself up. He kept his attention on AIRWOLF as he started to move toward her. Because he 
did, he did not dle just then. 


His foot struck an outcrop of stone, and he fell heavily. Bullets chipped the rock where he had 
been standing. Caltiin drew her revolver and, usIng the two-handed stance most approved by 
police agencies nationwide, emptied the little pistol tn less than five seconds. The handful of 
Red Army soldiers who had caught up with them took cover, and she reached InsIde AIRWOLF to re- 
load. 


Stitt on the ground, Hawke drew his own gun and began firing slowly, carefully, picking his 
targets. By the time he had emptied his own cl!lp, he knew he had killed one and wounded at least 
four; the others had been taught respect. 

"String! C'mon!" Santini's volce was shrill with urgency. Al! of AIRWOLF's IIghts came on. 
There was nothing else to do. Hawke stumbled to his feet and started to run. He was between 
AIRWOLF and the soldiers, so Santin! couldn't cover him, but with all the Iights on, the enemy 


were nearly blind, and could barely see him. If they hit him, It would be an accident. 


They kept tiring, and he heard the sharper crack! of Caltlin's handgun as she offered him what 


* 109 * 


cover she could. 


She could see Hawke, and carefully almed eround him. When he fell a second time, she near ly 
screamed, certain he had been shot agaln. But In a moment, he was back on his feet, still 
running. She retreated into the helicopter as he grabbed the door and threw himself Into his 
usual seat. 


"String?" Santini was alarmed; Hawke looked haggard and drawn, and his shirt glistened wetly, 
soaked with blood. 


Hawke didn't waste any of his swiftly diminishing strength to answer. The feel of AIRWOLF's 
controls In his hands InvIigorated him. He settled himself swiftly, intent crystallizing as he 
spoke. 


“Strap in," he ordered. His left hand caught up his helmet while his right sent the hel tcopter 
straight up at an tnsultingly slow rate. The soldiers below fired at them, but no hand weapon 
could ever harm AIRWOLF. 


Caitlin dogged the hatch and slid to the rear, taking the engineer's post. Santini warily 
settled Into the coplilot's seat, his attention on the pilot. 


When Hawke had his helmet and safety belt on, and his status board told him Santini and Caltlin 
were similarly prepared, he sent AIRWOLF screaming around the mountain, back toward the Sovlet 
research laboratory. 


Santini started to speak, but caught sight of the flerce glitter In Hawke's eyes, and fell 
silent. In this mood, Hawke was Impervious to suggestion or advice; he simply would not hear. 
His targeting visor dropped Into place. Santin!I and Caltiin sat, slient and motionless, while he 
methodically destroyed the laboratory and all Its outbulldings. When nothing was left but smok- 
Ing rubble, he retreated a bit, and hovered to watch the fires burning. 


"Satisfied?" Santini asked gently. 

Hawke turned to look at him, and filnched as the sharp motion caused a spasm of pain. "Yeah." 
HIs voice was harsh with weariness. Now that the threat was past and they were safe, he wanted 
to do nothing so much as sleep. He leaned back in his seat, and his eyes closed. 

"You okay?" Santini was worrled. 

Hawke grinned faintly, not opening his eyes. ‘Yeah, Dom. Jus' real tired..." 

“Wake up!" Caltiin snapped. "Bogles coming at near Mach speed from the northwest!" She paused 
for a moment while AIRWOLF's war-book Identified them. "MIG-27s," she reported, reading the 
screen before her. "Five of ‘em. Somebody down there must've squealed for help." 

Hawke forced himself out of the daze of wearlness that had nearly overwhelmed him. He was the 
pilot, the mission commander, the leader who had dragged his friends Into this situation. There- 
fore, It was his responsibility to get them out of It. 


The tight formation of MIGs went by overhead at nearly the speed of sound. The turbulence they 
caused rocked the black hel fcopter. 
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“Five MiGs..." Santini sounded a bit uncertain. 


Hawke sneried, and suddenly sent AIRWOLF rocketing stralght up. He paused when he had a thousand 
feet more altitude than the MiGs were using, and levelled off. Then he walted untI! the Soviet 
aircraft were close, coming stralght up at him In a wedge that allowed all tive of them clear 
space to fire at him. 


When they were too close to change course In time, he fired a volley, and let AIRWOLF drop like a 
stone. Three MiGs continued thelr upward climb. Two disintegrated Into shrapnel. 


Using turbos, Hawke spun AIRWOLF eround to follow the survivors. He fired another volley, and 
another MIG exploded. The other two wheeled tn mid-air, and fired missiles. 


*Air-to-air, H-E," Caitlin reported, her volce tense. "High probabl lity heat-seekers." 


"Fire sunbursts," Hawke ordered as he thumbed the turbos yet again. He could Imagine the Soviet 
pilots’ consternation. His helicopter was nearly as fast as thelr Jet fighters, and signifi- 
cantly more manoeuvrable. 


“Sunbursts belIng Ignored! Those aren't heat-seekers!" Santinl snapped. “String, move!" 


Hawke straightened. He hadn't been aware of It, but he'd been asleep for a couple of seconds. 
He shook his head, trying to clear the cobwebs, and dizziness nearly overwhelmed him. He swore 
under his breath, usIng words he seldom had any use for; If he passed out now, they would all 
die. 


Surely, he could stay awake for a few more minutes... 


But the Inittal adrenalin shock of battle was wearing off, and he had functlfoned on IIttle else 
tor hours, ever sInce he had been shot. He was running out of energy, finally hitting his 
physical limits. 


His will, however, was stronger than his body. He had to function now, or die, and If he died, 
he took two loved ones with him. If he had been alone, he might have given up; his own IIfe 
sometimes mattered iIttle to him. But Dominic SantinI's Iife was precious, as was Caltlin's, and 
their tives were not his to dispose of as he wished. 


He could not let them down. He would not. 


Afterward, he never clearly remembered Just how he finished the battle. Reality became a blur. 
He remembered only the shifts In Inertia as AIRWOLF dodged the MiGs, and then the explostfons... 


%*H& Hue 


The next thing Stringfellow Hawke knew, he was lying In a bed, In a distinctly American hospItal. 
HIs thoughts seemed foggy, but somehow, his shoulder did not hurt at all. He lay still, luxuri- 
ating In the absence of palin. Then he opened his eyes to look eround. 


Domtnic Santini put down his magazine and slid his chair a tIttle closer to the bed. "Hi, 
String. How do you feel?" 


“Ninety-elght percent dead," Hawke answered honestly, shocked at how falnt hIs volce sounded to 


wa 


his own ears. 


Santint grinned. "Well, you're a lot better off than that, so relax. You're going to be fine. 
You're Just weak from loss of blood, and they're fixing that." He nodded to the left of the bed, 
where an IV stand loomed, holding a unIt of whole blood. It was connected to a needle, and Hawke 
only then realfzed the needle was embedded In his own wrist. 


"That's your third unlt. If you stil! fee! crummy when you've had It, maybe we'll be able to 
coax the doctor Into giving you another. You left nearly a full unit on AIRWOLF's deck, and | 
shudder to think how much you left on those rocks back there." 


Hawke relaxed, closing hIis eyes. He was safe, and Dom would take care of him; he always had. 
“What about the bullet?" he asked quietly. 


Santini shrugged expressively. "It must've gone clean through; the doc couldn't find It, and 
your shoulder's a mess. But they took a large blood sample from Caitlin, and a smaller one from 
you; they didn't want to take too much. Anyway, they Isolated the vaccine In record time, and 
gave me the first shot." 


"Caitlin?" 


"She's In the other bed theree" He nodded towerd the curtain that divided the room. "She was 
exhausted, and when we got here, once we were sure you'd be all right, she collapsed." He 
grinned reminiscently. "The MPs were delighted to carry her In here." 


That woke Hawke up a little. "MPs? Where are we?" 


Santini smiled at the look of amazement on his friend's face. “| radtoed for help; you never 
would've made It homee- So ! called Michael -- satellites are handy sometimes -- and he called 
and warned them we were coming, and that we were utterly classified, and that nobody here Is 
supposed to know we're here. The guys here are all real friendly, and they don't know anything 
they shouldn't. They just think we were on a spy mission Into Russtan territory, and we suc- 
ceeded, but we got shot up a IIittie. Which Is all true." 


Hawke took a deep breath. "Not really. { was supposed to bring ShklovskII out." 

The older man shook his head firmly. "No, you were supposed to get the serum out. ShklovskI! 
wanted to come with It. Okay. But he chickened out, and you did bring the serum out -- Inside 
youe So Michael's classifying this one a qualified success. Relax. Go back to sleep. Caltlin 


and | are having a great time. Okinawa's a great place for a vacation." 


Hawke relaxed again, smiling faintly» He could feel himself falling asleep, and It felt too 
wonderful to fight. “Take care of ‘er for me, will ya, Dom?" 


Santini*s hands tucked the blankets In snugly, as he had done so often when Hawke was a child. 
He didn't ask who -- or what -- he meant. "Sure, String," he said as Hawke fel! asleep. “I'll 


do that for you." 
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"Damned If | Do" / "Damned If | Don't 


(By Beth Bowles) 


RELIANT's Image glares at me from the vlewscreen 


In reproach =~ or disbellef. 
Stunned, sick, shaking, scared, 

1 walt at this weapons console 
For the order to fire on my ship. 


My ship! 


Does the Admiral realize 
What he's doing to me? 
Some of my people 

Are still on board! 

So Is Khan... 


But that really doesn't make my decision easier. 


The ENTERPRISE and her crew will! die 


if | don't fire... 
And that's no consolation either. 
My men trusted me, 
And | betrayed them once already. 


Must 1 make it twice? 








RELIANT's image glares at me from the viewscreen 

In anger -- or accusatlon. 

| bide my time in this centre seat, issuing commands, 
With no time for thought 

Of what those orders might mean to my people. 


With one exception. 


I've watched him grow from insecure Ensign 

To self-confident Commander, First Officer of a fine ship. 

And how do | reward him? 

| tell him to man the weapons console. 

| hope he Knows | don't want to make him fire on his own ship. 


His ship! 


He must realize that if | had an alternative, 
He wouldn't be here at all; 

He'd be In Sickbay, where he belongs. 

But when he volunteered, | had no option. 

| had to use the experienced man. 





Didn't 1? 


Brad Brickston checked the charge Indicator on his blaster. He'd relied on It 
too much already, far more than usual; It wouldn't be much use if Its power was 
too low. 


And that was what the Indicator told him =-- the power was low. He could fire a 
blast that would stun a smal! mob, short bursts that would stun everyone fn that 
mob Individually, a single killing blast, or a blast that could level a stone 
wall == but he could do only one of those things with the power he had left. 


The fate of the Sandursah'nn Empire In Its struggle agalnst the L'aldrahnite 


Insurgency might rest on whatever course of action he chose. And he wasn't sure 
what that course of action should be. 


"Writer's Cramp" 


(By Rodney Ruff) 


Neither was Walter Stock. 


Walter stared at the computer screen [In front of him, absently watchIng the cursor blink at the 
end of the text he had spent half the morning writing. He wrote by computer now, having scraped 
together enough money to replace his typewriter with a slightly used Apple Ile, a dot-matrix 


printer, and a bootleg copy of a word-processing program. HIs latest novel, Sandursah'nn Under 


Siege, was his first major effort on the new system, and It was a good one == so far. 


He no longer suffered from writer's block. [See "Writer's Block" by Rodney Ruff, THE OSIRIS 
FILES #2, 1988.] If anything, he had writer's cramp; his fingertips throbbed from all the 
writing he'd done lately. He'd already filled a box of diskettes with short stories, novels-in- 
progress, and even a movie script. | 


And, best of all, his works were sel! Ing. 
At least, the short stories were. Sandursah'nn Under Siege was his first serlous effort at a 


novel since coming out of his writer's block, and he was understandably eager to prove to both 
himself and his publisher that he still had what [t+ took to write good science fiction. 


His writing didn't come back all at once, of course. He made an abortive start on Aichemist's 


World == abortive because he couldn't come up with a suitable setting or plot -= and put It aside 
until! he knew what he wanted to do with the story-line. An acquaintance had promised a tape with 
some possible Ideas, but he never received it; It was probably lost In the mail, like the tape 
recorder another acquaintance had promised. Funny, his biils never got lost; they kept coming 
right on time. 


He made several! attempts at writing short storles -- but they, too, were abortive efforts. So he 


continued his miserable existence -- until a friend at the writers' workshop/sclence fiction 
convention ProseanCon suggested he try writing on a word processor; It would free him from 
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feeling hIs words were Immutably chiseled In stone, and give him the flexibility to back up and 
start over when an Idea didn't work. He tried one out at the con; It didn't automatically turn 
him into a lean, mean writing machine, but It did start things clicking In his bratn -=- and once 
he had the clicking things removed, he began to write. 


Now, Walter Stock was successful again, making enough money from hIs writing to live comfortably 
— or he would have Ifved comfortably !f he didn't have to spend all the money he made repairing 
his study and IIving room after uninvited guests trashed them. The clalms adjuster from State 
Farm had laughed In his face when he explained how the damage occurred, although the man did 
offer to buy him a new toaster. 


But now, all those expenses were out of the way, and the sale of Sandursah'nn Under Slege offered 
Walter a chance at really big money. 


The only problem was that Walter wasn't sure about the direction he wanted the story to take. 
His publisher's deadline was fast approaching, and he still didn’t Know whether Brad Brickston 
should stun the advancing mob, kII/I Its leaders, escape by blasting a hole in the fortress wall, 
or disguise hImself as Fred Astaire and tap-dance through the L'alidrahnIite forces. 


it was IIke chess. Every action he considered for his pawn led to a new set of potential moves; 
every one of those moves led to more sets of potential moves; and every one of those moves... 
Walter was many things -- but he was no Gary Kasparov. 


He continued to watch the cursor blink, In the falnt hope that Its blinking would turn Into Morse 
code and transmit an answer to him. 


Morse code? There was another possibility! Brickston could use his blaster to signal the 
waiting Impertal Legion to swoop down and make mincemeat of the Insurgents... 


No, he couldn't do that, because the Legion had been wiped out by the L'aldrahnites' bacterto- 
logical bombs several disk files ago. A pity, but at least It was one option he didn't have to 
worry about; he already knew it wasn't right. 


Walter depressed the "CONTROL" and "S" keys simultaneously, saving his manuscript to disk. 
Actually, it had already been saved; he'd done no real work on It since the last time, so all he 
was doing was replacing the disk copy with another copy of Itself. He waited for the red light 
above the disk drive to go out, then read through his text again, trying to ferret out something 
that would tell him what course Brickston should take. 


Maybe he didn't have to use the blaster. Maybe he could use something else to help him out of 
his dilemma... 


Walter checked the manuscript several times, at first haphazardly, then more carefully, but found 
nothing. All his hero had besides the blaster were the clothes on hIs back, and he'd already 
lost his shirt In stngle combat with a mutated IIzard In the Arena of Challenge. Brickston could 
pull a knife out of his boot -- but Walter had never given him one In the first place, and wasn't 
about to rewrite the story to do So. 


He considered several! other options =- reviving Brickston's sIdekick, who supposedly had been 
killed by a warp grenade; having Brickston challenge the L'aldrahnite leader to stngle combat; or 
having Brickston fall through a trap door and discover an earthquake generator that would bring 
the house down upon the L'aldrahnites. He rejected them all In short order. Today's sclence 


soil > iad 


fiction was much more than mere space opera, and those Ideas were sci-fi, not SF. 


There was one other possibiilty. Brickston could recharge his blaster. Walter had devised It to 
be powered by a rechargeable battery similar to the Ni-Cad ones In his calculator, although the 
blaster's battery was made of a more advanced alloy. How much more advanced, he had forgotten. 


That meant some more metallurgical research at the local [tbrary; but with hIs computer, research 
was a lot easter than It used to be. All he had to do was plug In h!is modem and dial up the 
ltbrary computer; tn Just minutes, he could be paging through reams of Information. 


But first, he had to re-read the modem manual. 


While Walter had mastered his word-processing program with relative ease -- even though he didn't 
use the "REPLACE" feature nearly as often as he might -- he found using the modem to be a lot 
tougher. He'd only had It about a month, and while he'd never had any trouble with It, he always 
kept the manual within reache He was past the polnt where he worrled about lostng that great 
novel whenever he turned off his computer, but he was still afratd of blowing up Pittsburgh every 
time he accessed a bulletin board <= and he didn't even like Pittsburgh! 


Following the manual's directions, he connected the external modem to the cable running from the 
controller card In the fifth slot of his motherboard. He then dialed the bulletin board phone 
number; after hearing the tone, he inserted the phone recelver Into the modem. When the dlode on 
the modem lit, he placed his hands on the keyboard and was about to enter the menu access command 
when his finger slipped, pressing a key In the row beneath the one he intended to strike. 


Instead of the expected access menu, he saw the word "CALL" appear In the upper third of hls 
screen, followed by a string of hexadecimal gibberish. Below It appeared a IIne that read "JOB: 
AUTOMAN." 


What was that? A video game? 


Suddenly, his computer shook violently. Then the desk shook; the entire room shook; the whole 
house shook. Lights flashed on and off; bits of plaster cascaded from the ceiling In a bizarre 
Indoor snowfall. Walter sat helplessly In his chair, paralyzed, as the cursor leapt from the 
screen and grew Into a glowing, spinning cube that buzzed around the room, emitting a sound Itke 
an audio tape played at fast forward. 


Finally, the shaking subsided, and the figure of a man matertalized to Walter's right. At least, 
It looked IIike a mane The head looked human; the eyes were blue; the hair, cut In a full, 
neck-length style, was browne The Greek-god=-lIike body, however, was criss-crossed with thin 
lines like those on a printed circuit, and gave off a soft blulsh glow. The pulsating cube of 
energy settled into a stable position over the figure's right shoulder, but continued to chirp 
away. 


"Oh, be quiet, Cursor," the humanold figure sald to It. "What do you mean, we've been kid- 
napped?" 


“What the...2" Walter sputtered. 
"Oh, hello, Walter," the glowing figure sald casually. 


The writer was teken aback. "How do you know my name?" 
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“Why, you created me." The figure looked at Its host again. "Walt a minute. You're not Walter 
Nebicher." 


“No, I'm Walter Stock." 
"Then what am | doing here?" 


"| tried to call up the Itbrary on my modem, and pressed the wrong keys, and you Just...well, 
showed upe" He looked at his guest curfously. "Who are you? What are you?" 


"|'m Automan," the figure replied, then gestured to the pulsing bit of energy still hovering over 
his shoulder. "And thls ts Cursor." The cube started chattering away again, diverting Automan's 
attention for a moment. "No, you can't blast the man, Cursor! We're his guests." Then he sald 
to Walter, "I'm afraid you'll have to excuse Cursor. He does get overly excited sometimes." 


"He? You call that...that..ethat he?" 


The energy being started chirping In earnest. "Walter! You hurt his feelings!" Automan repri- 
manded. “He's not a that; he's a sentient beIng composed of pure electrical energy." 


“Well, If he's made of electrical energy, then what are you?" 

“J'm a hologram." 

"You're a what?" 

"!'m a hologram, a computer-created, three-dimensional image." 

"You can't be for real!" 

"Oh, but | am," Automan countered. "I'm as real as you are, just different." 

"But If you're a hologram, how can | be talking to you?" 

“Because my Walter enabled me to. In fact, he programmed me to do anything a person can do as 
well as he can do It. I can hit a forehand smash as wel! as McEnroe, throw a pass as well as 
Namath, sing IIke Caruso..." 

Walter scowled. |! suppose you can write, too." 

"Like Hemingway, Faulkner, Capote... Why do you ask?" 

“Because I'm a writer." 

"Oh? What do you write?" 


"Sclence fiction." 


"Asimov, Helnlein, Brunner... I! can write as well as any of them," Automan declared. "I can 
even furnish you with story Ideas, If you IIke." 


baa oY a 


"No, thank you!" Walter shot back. Sure, this guy can write -=- and I'll bet he can flx me up 


a 
with Barbara Eden, too... "I've got plenty of Ideas. In fact, | was trylIng to decide which one 


to use In my latest book when | called you up." 

"Then perhaps | can help you," the hologram sald. "May | see your story?" 

Walter considered his writing very personal, and wasn't readily Inclined to show a work-In- 
progress to anyone, let alone a holographic Image. StIIl, he didn't think Automan knew a noun 
from a nanowatt, and figured there was no harm In letting him take a look. He rebooted the 
word=processing program, reloaded Sandursah'nn Under Slfege, and called up the passage that was 
giving him trouble. "You see, Automan..." 


"Call me ‘Auto,'" the computer-generated Image volunteered. "My Walter does." 


"All right, Auto, I've got my hero In a situation where he has several courses of action open to 
him, and | can't figure out which one will give me the ending | want." 


"What kind of ending do you want?" 


"That's just ft. 1 don't know. 1! want the hero to survive, of course, and | want the planetary 
government to remaln In place, but beyond that, | just don't know." 


The holographic man put his hand to his chin tn thought, whtle Cursor circled above hls head. 
"Hmm, that Is difficult..." Then he looked up at the writer. "I've got It! Why not have your 
hero call in an alien entity he befriended earlier, and have It wipe out his enemies?" 

"Because deus ex machina went out with the twilight belt on Mercury," Walter replied sourly. 
"What's a deus ex... whatever?" 

"It's Latin for ‘god from the machine. *" 


“Why, Thank you, Walter, but I'm just a hologram." 


For a computer-generated Image, he certainly had a swelled head! “And just what can this alien 
entity of yours do?" the writer asked warily. 


"Well," Automan began, moving closer to him, "It can fire electrical blasts, repel bullets, see 
through walls, merge with its creator..." 


"Merge with its creator?" 


"Of course. I'Il show youe" With that, he sat down on top of Walter, absorbing the man's body 
Into his own; when he stood up agaln, the writer's chalr was empty. 


The head of the computer-generated [mage jerked sharply to the left. “What happened?" Walter's 
voice exclaimed from the hologram's lips. "Where am 1?" 


"Don't worry," Automan answered In his own voice, turning his head to the right. "You're Inside 
me now.” 


"Inee-Inside you? Well, let me out of here!" Holographic arms flatled as Walter tried to beat 
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his way out of wherever -- or whatever -- he was. 


"Calm down," the computer-generated belng said In his own voice. "I'll separate us In a little 
while. Meantime, Cursor," he called to hls energy-belIng companion, who zoomed to his side, "why 
don't you help Walter with his story?" 


“Help me with my story?" the writer protested from Inside the hologram's body. "I don't need any 
help from you, you IIittle...whatever-you-are! As soon as | get out of here, ['lleeel'I1l..-" He 
suddenly realized he was making an empty threat; he didn't know how to fight a hologram, and 
besides, Automan didn't have to let him out. 


Over the man's objections, Cursor Jumped back onto the computer screen and scooted back and forth 
across It, depositing !Ines of prose as he/It went. "Come on, Walter," Automan sald. "Cursor 
needs a couple of minutes." 


The Automan/Walter entity turned sharply to the right and started to walk across the room In a 
stiff-legged, bone-Jarring shuffle. "1 think you'd better let me do the walking," the hologram 
half sald; In response, the double belng began moving more normally toward the door -=- then 
passed through It. 


"There we go». Now, I'Il tet you out." The writer's body materlalized In front of the hologram, 
pitched forward, and crumpled to the floor. 


Dazed, Walter looked around, and found himself In his living room. "How.e.show did we get here?" 
he asked, tremb!I ing. 


"We walked through the door," Automan answered. 
"Through the door?" 


“That's right. Here, I'I! show you." With that, he walked through the nearest wall, turned, and 
re-entered the room through the same wall; Walter watched him with mouth agape. Then Cursor flew 
out of the study and met him with several long seconds of chattering. "You've finished the 
story, Cursor? That's wonderful!" 


"Yeah, It's wonderful," Walter saftd dully. More likely, he's finished my career... Shaking off 
his grogginess, he returned to his desk and sat down In front of the computer, expecting to be 
hit with a slew of prose that would win ten years’ worth of bad writing awards. 


Pressing the "CONTROL" and "B®" keys, he reset the display to the beginning of the text and read 
through It. It wasn't bad, almost as good as his own work. Still, It didn't fit with his plans 
for Sandursah'nn Under Slege, and he wasn't the type to steal someone else's work -- never mind 
how he could claim an energy creature as his co-author. 


But the Idea was good. He might be able to use [It In Alchemist's World, or perhaps in his 
planned novel about a terra-forming platform on a gas glant, Outpost Above. 


inserting a fresh disk and choosing an appropriate file name, he typed the command to save 
Cursor's story fragment for future reference. The red Ifght above the disk drive went on, and 
Walter sat back to walt for It to finish whirring so he could get back to Brad Brickston's 
adventures on Sandursah'nn. 
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The drive stopped. The red Iight went off. But as Walter leaned forward to start typing again, 
@ sensuous female voice startled him. "Golng out for plaglarism, handsome?" 


"This tsn't plagiarism," he answered reflexively, clearing the screen and changing disks. "I'm 
saving this manuscript fragment to refer to later. 1'11 probably make dozens of changes before | 
actually do use It." tn truth, he would probably only make three or four, but he'd still alter 
the scenarto enough to avoid legal problems. 


"Whatever you say, sugar." 


He suddenly felt a warm, feminine hand touch his shoulder, and realized his consclence hadn't 
gotten a sex-change operation. There was someone else In the room. 


He turned his head toward the voice; when he saw the speaker, he turned the rest of hIs body as 
well. She looked a lot more human than Automan did -=- but she had golden-olfve skin and shim- 
mering light green hair. Her clothes Just barely covered her curvaceous figure. She regarded 
him with a mischievous grin and sparkling almond cat-like eyes. "Who are you?" he asked. 

“I'm Tananda," she purred. “But you can call me Tanda." 

“And | suppose you're a hologram, too." 

The grin was replaced by a puzzled look. "A hologram? I've never heard of that dimension." 
"Huh?" it was Walter's turn to be puzzled. "Well, If you're not a hologram, then what are you?" 
“t'm a Trollop," she replied without hesitation. 

Considering the way she was dressed, he didn't doubt It, although he'd never met a woman who 
owned up to It so readily before. Of course, he'd never met a woman with pea-green hair betore, 


either. 


“Maybe | should start from the beginning," Tanda said, noticing the writer's confuston. "You 
see, I'm a demon from Trolla, and |..." 


"You're a demon?" Walter squeaked. Immediately, he crossed himself, and nervously held his hands 
at arm's length, index fingers crossing perpendicular to each other, as he frantically searched 
the room for any religious objects that might be lying about; he found none. He suddenly wished 
to God he weren't an athelst. | 


"Calm down, handsome," Tanda sald gently, taking his hands and pushing them back Into his lap. 
"t'm not gotng to hurt you -- not unless you want me to, that Is." 


He was confused agaln.- "You're not?" 


"Certainly not," the green-halred Trollop answered. "I may be a trained assassin, but | don't 
use those skII!s without good reason." 


"Assassin? | thought you sald you were a demon." 


"| em a demon." 
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"But | always thought..." 
“That demons are green and scaly?" she finished. “You must have met Aahz." 
"O22" 


"No relation." She paused a moment. “Aahz Is from Perv; everyone In Perv Is green and scaly. 
But my other friend, Skeeve, looks a lot Iike you." 


"“Skeeve?" 

"A really nice guy.e He's a Klahd.” 

"A clod?" 

"That's right, and he's good looking, too." 

"But | thought you sald he was a clod..." 

"He Is a Klahd." Noticing his bewllderment, she explained. "You see, handsome, ‘demon' is short 
tor ‘dimensfonal traveller." Anyone who travels outside his home dimension Is called a ‘demon' 
by that dimension's natives. !'m a demon to you because | come from another dimenston; In my 
dimension, you'd be the demon." 


"Then you won't steal my soul, or anything Jike that?" 


"Your heart, maybe. Your wallet, more likely. But, no, sugar, | won't take your soul." She 
suddenly leaned forward, her nose almost touching Walter's. "| wouldn't mind trying, though." 


The writer found himself sweating; he wasn't used to being propositioned by gorgeous demon women. 
“Er, you mentioned belng an assassin, and a trollop..." 


“Oh, that. Well, I'm o tralned assassin; It's how | make a living. But I'm not going to kil! 
you, handsome; {| have other plans for you." She threw him a fecherous wink. "I'm a Trollop 
because | come from the dimension of Trolla. Trollan women are Trollops; Trollan men, Itke my 
brother Chumley, are Trolls. Skeeve is a Klahd because hIs dimension is called Klah. Imps come 
from Imper; Deveels, or Devils, come from Deva; and someone from Perv {5S Geee" The writer 
steeled himself for what he expected her to say. "...Pervect." 

"Oh." it wasn't quite what he'd expected. “Then what am 12" 

She leaned forward to whisper something Into hIs ear, and he blushed. "That's my dimenston?" 


“No,” the Trollop answered, “it's what | want to do to you when | get you back to my dimension." 


"Oho" Now, Walter really blushed. "Er, Tanda, |...1'm flattered, but I've got a novel | have to 
finish..." 


"Really? Maybe | can help. I've been all over..." 


You can say that again... "Well..." He started to tell her he didn't need her help. She sidied 


up to his chair, sild over the right arm and Into his lap, accessed the file containing his 
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story, and began to read. "How did yous..?2" 

“Access your computer?" she fintshed without taking her eyes from the screen. "Aahz taught me. 
They have computers on Perv. I love to travel; I've been to lots of other dimenstons. Yours Is 
one | haven't been to before, which Is why I'm here now. Your home Just happened to be where | 
‘dropped In,' so to speak. Are you lucky, or what?" She quickly scanned the scene he'd Just 
spent three hours slaving over. "Say, uh..." 

"Walter." 

"Walter," she repeated. "This Is good." 

“Thank you." 

"There's Just one thing missing. Where's the half-dressed allen princess In chalns?" 


"There Is no half-dressed alien princess In chalns," he responded Indignantly. 


"You're Joking. There has to be. Every sclence fiction story has a half-dressed allen princess 
in chains In It somewhere." 


“Actually, | almost wish It did," he confessed. "I know what | want to do -- but |'m not sure If 
It's the right thing to do." 


"Maybe you've been working too hard," she suggested. "Why don't you take a break? You've got 
some games for this computer, don't you?" 


“Well, yes, but..." He had gotten some twenty or thirty game disks with the machine when he 
bought it, but had never taken the time to learn to play any of them. 


"Good," she said, slowly rubbing one leg against his. "Do you have one called Leather Goddesses 


of Phobos?" 

"No," he answered, sweating. 

"That's okay," the Trollop replied, wrapping an arm around his neck. "We can play It without the 
computer." She nuzzled against him while absently flipping through his box of disks. One caught 
her eye; she pulled it out. "What's this one?" 

"| really don't know." He took It from her and examined It. The jacket was grey, not black IIke 
the others, and had no label. He remembered receiving It In the mall In a plain brown envelope, 
with no return address; he'd stuck it Into the box, thinking he'd examine It later. That was two 


months ago. 


“Why don't we try It out?" Tanda suggested, booting the disk before he could answer. They waited 
for the program to run. 


Green letters -- they would have been red, but Walter didn't own a colour monitor -- appeared on 
the screen. “IMF" Then a voice... "Good morning, Mr. Phelps." 


"Mr. Phelps?" Walter asked. 
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"That's not your last name?" Tanda queried. 


"No, and | don't know anybody named Phelps..." He recalled meeting a new neighbour, a rugged, 
white-halred man who kept talking In some kind of code, but he stil! didn't know the man's name. 


The monitor displayed a detaltled Image of a printed circult. “Last week, the Sorrimgerg micro- 
chip was stolen from Its secret government vault. As you know, the Sorrimgerg chip Is vital to 
the control mechanism of this country's new radar-evading Sevarg crulse missile. We belleve the 
chip was stolen by this mane." A sitnister-looking face appeared on the screen. "...Victor 
Lexel{, who plans to sel! the chip on the black market." 

“What the heck Is golng on here?" Walter wondered. 

“Your mission, Jim, should you choose to accept It, Is to recover the micro-chIip and to discredit 
Lexel! with the underworid. As always, should you or any of your IM force be captured or killed, 


the Secretary will disavow any knowledge of your actions. This diskette will self-destruct in 
five seconds. Good luck, Jim." 


The screen went blank. Walter's stare was Just as blank. 

That quickly turned Into a look of horror, as wisps of smoke began to leak from the disk drive. 
He fumbled the drive door open, hoping to retrieve the disk, but nothing remained = and there 
wasn't much left of his disk drive, either. 


Distractedly, he Jumped to his feet, tumbling Tanda off his lap and onto the floor. He started 
toward the door, but stopped when he almost tripped over her. 


“Well,” she said, rolling Into a cat-like crouch as she looked up at him, "I've been dumped 
before, but never quite so IIterally." 


"Sorry," he apologized, helping her to her feet. "But getting this book finished has me a IItttle 
crazy." 


"] Itke crazy, Walter," the Trollop cooed, putting her arms around his neck. "I'm used to it." 
“! suppose you are." He gently removed her arms. "But If | don't get my disk drive fixed, | 
don't get my story finished. And If ! don't get my story finished, | can kiss my writing career 
goodbye." 


He turned back to the door, and was met by Automan and Cursor, whom he had completely forgotten. 
"Is something wrong?" the holographic man asked. 


“Well, uh, yes," the writer admitted. "My disk drive Is badly damaged, and..." 


Just then, Tanda Joined him. “Well, who have we here?" she purred, eyelng Automan closely. "You 
must be the Hologram." 


“| am," he replied. “And you're...?" 


"A Trollop.® 


Walter looked at Tanda, ‘traced the direction of her gaze to Automan, and traced hls gaze back to 
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her. "Tananda," he sald, using her full name, "I'd like you to meet Automan. Automan," he 
turned to the hologram, "this Is Tananda." 


The demon extended her hand. "Cal! me Tanda." 
The hologram took It. "Call me Auto." 
The writer's two guests gazed at each other for a long moment without say!ng anything. 


Walter finally broke the silence by clearing hls throat. "Excuse me," he said, "but I've got to 
call the computer store about fixing my disk drive." 


"That won't be necessary," Automan told him. "! can provide a replacement. Or rather, Cursor 
cane" He turned to his companion. "Cursore..?" 


The energy creature flew to the top of Walter's desk, where It traced a rectangular prism In blue 
lines of energy. A second later, the out!ine materialized Into a solid disk drive. 


“Wow!” the writer exclaimed, stunned. "Thanks, Auto." 
"You're welcome, Walter. There's just one problem..." 


“Prob lem?" 


"Yes. You see, that disk drive Is composed of electrical energy, just I!ke | am. It takes a lot 
of electricity Just to keep Cursor and me here, and whenever we materialize something, It takes 
still more. If there Isn't enough, we disappear -- and so does anything we make." Even as he 
spoke, the disk drive faded Into nothingness. 


“| guess I'd better call the computer store," Walter concluded. "! hate to be rude, but..." 
"Don't give It another thought," the hologram sald. 
"We'll be just fine, sugar," Tanda added. 


He didn't doubt It. At least, he was sure the Trollop would be al! right around Automan. He 
wasn't as sure the hologram would be all right around Tanda. 


* ee h& 


Walter went to the telephone table In hIs Ifving room, picked up the phone book, and started 
leafing through [t.- But no sooner had he found the number of the computer store and begun to 
dial than the doorbell! rang. "Now what?" 


The thought of another guest was hardly a pleasant prospect. He already had a holographic man 
and a demon Trollop assassin; who else could show up? 


He cautiously opened the door. A grim-faced man with brown hair and plercing brown eyes stood on 
the front step. He wore black pants, black calf-length boots, a black shirt with a stlver-white 
"vy" at the neck, and a black leather jacket trimmed with silver; there were studs across the 
shoulders, at the cuffs, and on epaulets covering the tops of the sleeves. The man carried a 
large metallic case In his right hand, silver in colour, and much too wide to be a sultcase. 
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"Well?" the stranger demanded. "Are you golng to let me Inside, or are you just gotng to stand 
there and stare at me?" 


"1 don't know what you're selling, but whatever It Is, we don't want any!" He started to slam 
the door. 


“| beg your pardon," the man sald firmly. "! am not a salesman. | merely wish entry Into your 
house to avold looking conspIcuous." 


"Oh, all right; come on Ine" Frankly, Walter doubted hIs nelghbours would care whether he had an 
emissary from the Hell's Angels standing outside his door or not, but It couldn't be any worse to 
let the man Inside. Could it? "Who're you?" 

"My name," the stranger replied without smiling, "Is Avon." 


"Avon, huh? You sure you're not selling something?" 


"Positive," he glowered, stepping Inside the house. "I! am one of a band of rebels sworn to de- 
stroy the corrupt Federation." 


"Oh, so It's a donation you're after, then," Walter sald, putting his hands on his hips. "And | 
suppose that case you're carrying Is full of tracts about the evlis of this Federation." 


"It Is not. This ts not some war of words to be fought with printed propaganda. This Is a 
struggle for survival." 


"You sound quite committed to your cause." 


"Committed? Commitment Is the mark of an idealist. I assure you, | am not gullty of such folly. 
My goal Is to survive. And as long as the Federation exists, my survival Its Jeopardized." 


Survival? If this guy's the survivor he sounds Ifke, he might have a way for Brad Brickston to 
get out of his predicament on Sandursah'nn! 


Well, it couldn't hurt to askee. "You sound like a man who doesn't give up easfly, Mr. Avon," 
the writer said, leading his guest through the front hall. 


"Indeed," Avon replied, with what seemed a touch of pride. "I! also dislike false pralse. You 
want something from me. What Is It?" 


He certainly didn't mince words. "You're right, | do want something. You see, !'m a science 
fiction writer..." 


"| detest writers," the other man snapped. “Especially writers who persist In naming their works 
after a dead mane However, since you did agree to help me, | will help you, Mr. ..." 


"Stock. Walter Stock. Well, you see, I'm working on this book, and I've got the hero where his 
blaster Is low on power..." 


“And you're not sure what course of action he should take? | may be able to provide some sugges- 
tions -- as soon as | complete the mission for which | made this time trip." 
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"Time trip?" 


"A blue box appeared on the SCORPIO teleport deck. An oddly dressed man stepped out, and almost 
drove me crazy." Walter understood how that could happen; the oddly dressed man from the blue 
box was enough to drive anybody crazy. "Orac probed the box, and discovered It was some kind of 
+Ime machine. We duplicated the principle It used, and |! teleported down to carry out our 
misston." 





"Who's Orac?" Walter Interrupted. 

“This, Avon answered, holding up the case. "We came back In time to overthrow the Federation 
before it becomes the oppressive Intergalactic empire of our time. What century Is this, anyway? 
Twenty~sixth? Twenty-seventh?" 

"Twentleth.® 


“Twentieth?” The man tn black glared menacingly at the sIlvery case. "Then | suppose | shall 
have a great deal of time In which to look at your story.” 


"There's just one problem. My disk drive Is badly In need of repair." 
"That Is eastiy corrected. | am a computer technician.” 


“Wonder ful!" the writer exclaimed, tempted to put his arm around Avon's shoulders In a gesture of 
gratitude. He restrained himself; tf he did, the technictan might tear It off. 


They entered the living room, where Automan and Tanda were still engaged In conversation. "I see 
you have other guests," Avon observed. 


Tanda came up to him. “Love your outfit," she sald. 


"Yes, well..ethank you," the newcomer replied uneasily. "Yours..eisn't bad, either -- what there 
Is of ite" 


“My name is Tanda," she Introduced herself, resting her hands on his shoulders. "{'m a Trollop." 
"Yes, | suppose you are." 


“You know, you really ought to smile, handsome." She pushed at the corners of his mouth with her 
fingers. "Don't you know you use fewer facial muscles when you smile than when you frown?" 


“Then my facial muscles must be more fully developed," he retorted. "And my name Is Avon." 


At that moment, Walter noticed Automan carrying on an animated conversation -=- but he was alone; 
not even Cursor was nearby. “Who are you talking to, Auto?" 


"Oh, forgive me, Walter," the hologram replied. "I was talking to Orac." 


"To Orac?" Avon thundered. 


"Yes, and | really enjoyed [t." He extended his right hand. "You must be Avon." 
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"{ am," the computer technictan repllted, declining the handshake. "Now, be so good as to explain 
how you are able to communicate with Orac." 


"I can talk to any computer, Just as easlly as | can talk to youe 1 think of them as my soul= 
brothers." 


"Sou l-brothers?" 


“He's a hologram," Walter explained. “His name Is Automan. Talktng to computers Isn't all he 
can do, elther, belleve me." 


"You created him?" 

“Well, no, he just kind of...showed up." 

"You attract some strange friends," Avon sald. 

"Tell me about It." He already had a holographic man and his pet energy cube, a greenmhaired 
nymphomaniac from another dimensfon, and a cynical computer techniclan with a fetish for studs 
and black leather. What else could show up? 

"I'll get to work on your computer shortly," Avon told his host, hefting his oversized case onto 
a table In front of the couch. "But first, I need to consult with mine." He opened the case, 
removed a clear lucite box, and set !t on the table. The box contained rows of lights and 
multi-coloured wirtng. 

That's a computer? Looks more like a Radio Shack reject... 


Avon inserted a clear plastic plug Into the box; immediately, Its IIghts came on. “Orac." 


The box made a buzzing sound, Itke a nest of stirred-up hornets. "Yes, Avon?" The voice was 
insolent, condescending, and bored. 


"Status on our current location, Including detailed position In both space and time." 
“We are located on Earth," Orac replied primly. "More specifically, a reglon of the North 
American continent known as Callfornia, a name given to a portion of an Independent country In 


the nineteenth, twentieth, and twenty-first centurles." 


"Then It fs true," the technician sald, with a look as close to astonishment as he ever allowed 
himself. “How?” 


“jt was necessary to determine the time traveller's point of origin In order to..." 


"In order to satisfy your curlosIity, no doubt. You will calculate the means for reversing our 
time trip at once." : 


"Very well,” Orac replied with obvious Irritation. "It will take time, but | will endeavour..." 


Avon cut the response short by yanking the clear plastic plug. "One time, he took us through a 
black hole because he wanted to Investigate It. My crew and | make it a practice to use the 
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access key only when absolutely necessary. Otherwise, we would be overwhelmed by Orac's Insuf- 
ferable ego." 


Walter knew all about Insufferable egos; he'd once met Harlan Ellison at a writers’ conference. 
But a computer with an ego? All his computer had was 64K of random-access memory, whatever that 
wase He was beginning to think he'd gotten a raw deal. 


"Now, while Orac works on returning us to our proper time, | shall repair your disk drive," Avon 
declared. “With Automan's help, that Is." 


“Of course," the hologram repiled. "But why?" 
“| have my reasons." 


"Well," Walter said, "Itt! Just leave you twoee." At that moment, Cursor drifted over to Auto~ 
man's shoulder. "...l mean, you three to work." The energy cube edged toward Avon, who tried to 
swat It away. "Uh, Avon, I think you'd better let the little guy help, too. Auto can tell you 
all about him.® 


"Very well," the technician capItulated, then motioned to the computer-generated duo. "Come on, 
we have work to do." 


As they left for the study, Walter absently glanced at the clock on his wall. “Good heavens! 
it's almost time for funch! 1 didn't expect to have people over, and I'm not really much of a 
cook." That was an understatement; his Idea of a gourmet meal was mixing Spaghetti-O's with Chef 
Boy-Ar-Dee ravioli. 


"Don't sweat It, sugar," Tanda said. “I'll cook.” 


“Well, tel appreciate the offer, but | can't ask..." It wasn't just chivalry; It was fear -- 
fear that she was the kind of woman whose beauty turned heads while her cooking turned stomachs. 


"But !'m a great cook," the demon InsIisted. "My brother Chumley runs a fast-food restaurant. | 
used to work there whenever | had to lay low after an assassInattion." 


“A fast-food restaurant?" 

"Yeah, well, since | got all the looks In the family, Chumley had to do something. Bestdes, he's 
an even better cook than | am." She looked at him expectantly. "Now, will you lead me to your 
kitchen?" 

"You're really good?" 

“With a pinch of this and a pinch of that," the Trollop sald, making a pinching motion with her 
fingers each time she said the word. And each time she made the pInchIng motion, Walter felt a 
brief pain In his backside. He looked at her uneasily; she beamed back a saucy smile. "And | 
can cook, too.” 


“This way," he gave In, leading her to the kitchen. 


She slipped an arm around him from behind. "So what would you Iike, besides a weekend with me In 
a sleazy mote! on Perv? Some turtle soup, perhaps?" 
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“Uh, no, thanks," he replied nervously. The way things were going, If she did make turtle soup, 
the turties would probably be dressed Ifke Oriental warrltors and would carry samural swords. 


“All right, I'tl make something else then. Show me what you've got, and |'ll whip up a meal you 
won't soon forget." 


They entered the kitchen, and Walter showed the Trollop where he kept everything. He was about 
to explain how his oven worked when he heard a knock on the back door. 


“Who Is It this time?" he grumbled to himself as he went to open It. 

A man stood there -=- a hairy man, to be sure, but definitely a man, although his attire and 
manner were decidedly bestial. He wore a brown-and-yellow short-sleeved shirt, brown pants, 
brown boots, brown gloves, and a brown-and~yel low cow! styled In a burlesque of bat or fox ears. 
He panted heavily through bared teeth -- suggesting that he knew It was lunch-time and wanted 
Walter for lunch. 

“Let me In!" the man begged between gasps. "Got a bunch of angry Canadians on my tall!" 

"Why are the Canadians after you?" the writer asked. To him, Canada was a place to run to, not 
from. Besides, he never IIked dealing with places where he had to buy International Reply 
Coupons In order to get his rejected storfes back. 

"It's a long story. Let me tn, and I"II explain. Name's Wolverine." 

Walter suppressed a sudden urge to say, "Yeah, and I'm Bo Schembechler." He motioned Wolverine 
Inside, closing the door after him. "I'm Walter Stock," he sald, offering his hand, which was 
taken In a vise-Itke grip. 
"Thanks for letting me In, Walter. 1! hope you don't have anything against mutants." 


“Not that | know of. Are you some sort of activist?" 


“You could say that," the oddly costumed man replied, “considering that I'm a mutant and that 
I've been pretty active of late." 


"You're a mutant?" the writer gasped as he led the way Into the kitchen. "You don't look Ifke 
one." 


“And | suppose you think mutants are all green and scaly?" 


Walter began to sweat. "Well...er, no, but I've, uh, got a friend here who knows a few guys Itke 
that." 


Wolverine noticed Tanda, who stood with her back to him. "Polaris? Lorna?” he called. "What 
are you doing here?" Then, as she turned to face him, he saw her almond cat-eyes. "You're not 
Lorna." 


“No, I'm Tanda. Who's Lorna?" 


"A mutant friend of mine. She's got green hair just like yours." 
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"ts she a Trollop, too?" 


"{ wouldn't know," Wolverine answered. "You'l! have to ask Havok -= but | don't think he'll tel! 
youe" He turned his attention back to his host. "Hey, I'm sorry If | put you on the spot about 
mutants. It's Just that It's a sore subject with me. | get mad real easy, especlally when 
someone wants to kill me." 


"can understand that," Walter replied; he was beginning to get similar feelings himself. He 


swallowed, then looked the costumed mutant In the face. "You never sald why the Canadians are 
atter you." 


Wolverine held both hands tn front of him, potnted away from the others, and doubled them Into 
fists. "This Is why," he sald, as three large, metallic claws sprang from the back of each hand 
with a loud snikt! Writer and demon both Jumped back In surprise. "Adamantium claws, honed to 
perpetual sharpness, and capable of cutting through any known substance." 


"Impressive," Tanda observed, concealing understandable nervousness. "Have you ever thought of 
jotning the Assassins?" 


"Are they anything like the Brotherhood of Evil Mutants?" 
"| don't think so." 


"Good," Wolverine snapped, retracting his claws. "If there's anything | don't need, It's a group 
that gives us mutants a worse name than we already have." 


Unlike the demon, Walter did a poor job of concealing his nervousness. "Y=-y-you mean you were 
b=-b=-born that way?" he stuttered. 


"Nah. | was born with enhanced animal senses, and a healing factor that lets me recover from 
Injuries real fast. The claws were part of a government project to make me Into an unstoppable 
fighting machine." 

"But you didn't want to be the Canadians’ fiunky, ts that t+?" 

"You got It. Besides the claws, my whole skeleton Is laced with adamantium. That, combined with 
my healing factor, means you hit me one upside my head, | aln't gonna be bothered In the least -- 
but | guarantee you won't try It again for a long time." 

Boy, this guy was even tougher than Avon! "We're goIng to have lunch pretty soon, Mr..." 

"Just Wolverine." 

“Wolverine, then. You're welcome to join us." 

"Thanks, Walter. 1 appreciate that. Anything | can do to help?" 

"Well, {! suppose you could chop onions or something." That should be easy enough for a guy who 


carried his own set of Ginsu knives. He could probably put a Veg-A-Matic to shame. “Tanda's in 
charge of the cooking; she'll tell you what she wants done." 
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A slow, lecherous smile crossed the Trollop's face. 
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Walter held his head In his hands. As If he didn't have enough trouble, with a holographic 
genie, a green-halred extra-dimenstonal with an over=active libido, and a cynical computer expert 
dressed I!ke something out of Easy Rider. Now, he had a steel-clawed mutant whose presence could 
spark an International tncident. He didn't need any of It. 


And he didn't want any of It -- except maybe the green-halired extra-dimenstonal with the over- 
active libido. What he wanted was to finish Sandursah'nn Under Sltege, but he couldn't until his 
disk drive was fixed. 


He went to his study to check on Avon's progress, and found the computer technictan and Automan 
engaged In conversation. "Excuse me," he Interrupted. "How are things coming?" 


They both turned to face him. "The repairs are complete," Avon stated flatly. “Your friends are 
most remarkable. Automan did the necessary soldering, and Cursor fashloned the tools | needed. 


Most remarkable." He almost smiled. “Yes, remarkable Indeed. {| could make good use of them." 


"Well, | hope you can pay the electric bills," the writer commented, "because that's what they 
both run on -- electricity." 


"The SCORPIO can provide more than enough to sustain them both, and any of thelr creations," Avon 
answered. “How much do you want for Them?" 


"I'm not the one you should ask. Someone else created them. But | don't think he'd be willing 
to sell." 


"Everyone has his price," the man In black declared, his eyes narrowing. “It Is often only a 
matter of finding that price." 


Walter was taken aback by so mercenary a statement. But before he could launch Into a pht losoph- 
ical argument on the matter, Tanda entered. "Lunch Is ready," she announced. 


"You're welcome to have your crew come down and eat with us," the writer said. 


"l think not," Avon replied. "There are adequate food stores aboard SCORPIO. Besides, a meal 
without me will probably do wonders for their digestion." 


"You're welcome to Join us, too, Auto." 
“Holograms don't need to eat." 


"Well, sIt down with us, anyway,” the writer told him. That way, all the crazies would be In the 
same roome 


Tanda had set a place for everyone at the dining room table. In front of each place was a 
heaptng plate of chopped meat, chopped onions, and other assorted chopped vegetables. Walter 


guessed she must have really put Wolverine to work. 


"Dig In," the Trollop said. "! seasoned everything myself." 
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Walter put a forkful of the hash Into his mouth. Almost at once, hls head began to swim, as If 
his perception of reality was turning completely around. Instead of his dining room, he saw a 
hot, vast desert covered with undulating sand dunes. Countless faces, faces of people from his 
past, his present, and futures too numerous to Imagine... 


Superimposed on all those faces was the Image of a gigantic worm-IIke creature. its mouth opened 


ltke a four-petalled flower, revealing row upon row of enormous teeth, and a stomach that burned 
with an orange fire... 


The writer inhaled a strangely sweet scent as the worm-IIke creature's mouth closed around him. 
“| am past..epresent...and future," he began to babble. "I! am the Mahdl...1 am Usul.ee. 1 am the 
Shortening of the Way...Muad'Dib... { am the Kwisatz Haderach..." 


Powerful hands gripped his shoulders, shaking him violently. Dimly, he heard Avon's votce. 
"Snap out of it! Come to your senses, man!" 


He closed his eyes, opened them to a swirling vold, closed them again. When he opened them once 
more, the swirling Images settled Into place around his dining room table. "What happened?" 


"t don't know," Avon answered. "You took a bite, and..." All eyes suddenly turned to Tanda, who 
blushed. "What did you put in the food?" 


"I, well, | bought this new seasoning | wanted to tryout," she answered contritely. "I'm sorry, 
Walter. 1 never wanted to hurt you; belfeve me, | didn't." She looked at him pleadingly, then 
composed herself. "That Is absolutely the last time | wil! ever buy any Arrakeen spice from Paul 
Atreitdes," she sald resolutely. 


His visitors helped the writer Into his living room, and made him as comfortable as they could In 
his easy chair. Tanda seated herself on one arm of the chair and began stroking his forehead. 
He looked up at her with a pathetic look that said, "How could you do this to me?" 


Her expression said, "I! didn't mean to. Let me make it up to you." 


He tried to turn away, but her gaze was Insistent. In the end, he resigned himself. Things 
would probably be worse If he didn't let her make It up to him. 


"| saw some cold cuts In the refrigerator," Wolverine said. "Or we could send out for pizza." 


“No, thanks," Walter answered weakly. "I don't feel too hungry right now." Besides, even If he 
were starving, he wasn't about to have anyone else Inside his home. 


"One of us could pick somethtng up," the mutant volunteered. 
"No, thank you, !'m fine." He could Just Imagine what would happen If he sent one of his visi- 
tors out for something to eat. Etther Wolverine or Avon would most IIkely get Into an argument 


with the counter person If thelr order wasn't exactly right, and Automan wouldn't know what to 
DIck Upe 


And there was no telling what <-- or who -- Tanda might bring back. The thought of it made him 
feel sicker than what he'd already eaten. 
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Walter's viston blurred. 


Or did I+? He squinted - as five shafts of blue IIight appeared tn his Iiving room. The shafts 
became shimmering sIlhouettes, then reformed Into flve humanold figures In skin-tight jumpsuits; 
golden Insignia glinted on the left side of each newcomer's chest. 


The writer rubbed his eyes to clear his vision, but the apparitions didn't disappear. He glanced 
at Tanda for confirmation; from her lustful expression, he figured they must be real. 


The five men seemed more Interested In thelr surroundings than In the Trollop's lust. "This 
doesn't look Itke the meeting hall on Paritament," one of them remarked. He wore jumpsuit banded 
In rustered and black; a beard partially obscured his boyIsh good looks. 


"Indeed not," one of the others replied. His jumpsult was mustard-yellow and black. HIs skin 
was almost the same colour as Tanda's, but his halr was black, and his eyes were golden; he bore 
a fatnt resemblance to Stan Laurel. "We appear to be Inside a twentlieth-century Earth living 
room." His eyes met the Trollop's. "Although | cannot recal! anyone on Earth ever having green 
hair." 


"|'m not from around here," the demon sald coyly. 


"Where are we?" asked the youngest of the five; he appeared to be a teen-aged boy of about 
fifteen or sixteen years. His grey jumpsult differed In style from the others, as though he were 
some kind of mascot. 


"You're In my house," Walter answered, then asked a question of his own, directed at all of them. 
"Who are you?" 


"I'm Commander William Riker of the U.S.S. ENTERPRISE," the bearded man Introduced himself. 
"This is Lieutenant Commander Data." The one with the golden skin. “Lieutenant Wort, our Secur- 
ity officer." A tall, swarthy man -- definitely fot human -- with a goatee, Fu Manchu moustache, 
and a wrinkled forehead, who wore a silvery chaln-mall sash with his black-and-mustard unl form. 
“Lieutenant Geordi LaForge, our Chief Engineer." A black man of normal helght, dressed In black 
and mustard like Worf, and wearing a band of metal and plastic across his eyes. “And Acting 
Ensign Wesley Crusher." The teenager. 


“How did you get here?" the writer asked, although he had no real hope of a rational answer. 

“| am at a floss to explain It," Data answered. "We were supposed to transport to a meeting hall 
on the planet Parliament. Instead, we have been pulled back In time to twentleth-century Earth. 
! am unable to deduce how such a transporter malfunction could occur." 

"| arrived here as the result of a time trip gone out of control," Avon mused. "Perhaps my 
ship's time travel interfered with your teleportation device and pulled you through time after 
me." : 


“That ts possible," Data agreed. "Unfortunately, there Is no way to substantiate your theory." 


"Let's not argue theories about how we got here," LaForge sald. "I'd rather worry about how 
we're golIng to get back to the ENTERPRISE." 
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Tanda rose sensuously from the arm of Walter's chair and sauntered over to the newcomers; every 
eye was on her, and she revelled In the attention. "Well, as long as you're here, you might as 
well enjoy It," she purred, stroking Riker's beard as she passed him. "Isn't that right, Com- 
mander Riker?" 
"Eres right." 


She turned to Data. "Your skin," she said to him, touching his shoulder. "it’s almost the same 
colour as mine. | wonder what else we have In common.” 


"The resemblance between us Is purely superficial. { am an android." 
"Android? Where's that?" she asked. 


“It Is not where | come from; It ts what | am. I am an Independently-thinking machine cast In 
the form of a man -- an android." 


"I'm a hologram," Automan announced to Data; he stretched out his hand, palm out flat. "Give me 
five, brother." 


"GIve you five? Five what?" The android looked confused. 

"Data, It's a form of greeting," LaForge explained. “You're supposed to slap his hand, like 
this." He slapped the hologram's palm, then turned his own hand palm up for Automan to slap It. 
"See?" 

"Oh, you mean like this?" Data slapped the engineer's still-outstretched paim hard enough to 
make the man wince. "Sorry, Geordi." He repeated the gesture with Automan, smiling with the 
satisfaction of having learned something new. 


The demon extended her own hand. "My name's Tanda. I'm a Trollop." 


He looked at her quizzically at first, then sald, "Oh, trollop. Tart. Babe. Hot mama. Hussy. 
Loose womane Flioozy. Bawdy wench. Strumpet. Woman of easy virtue..." 


"Exactly," she replied, flashing him a lecherous smile before moving on. 


Meanwhile, Wolverine Introduced himself to LaForge. "You remind me of a friend of mine," he 
sald. “How powerful Is your optl-blast?" 


“My opti-blast?" 
“You Know, the energy beam from your visor." 


“My visor doesn’t fire beams of energy; It gives me sight. I was born blind. The visor compen- 
sates by letting me see In all areas of the electromagnetic spectrum." 


“Oh, yeah?" the mutant said. "That's Impressive. | thought you were another Cyclops." 


A large hand clamped down on his shoulder. "I belleve you owe my friend an apology," a deep, 
powerful volce rumbled. The hand spun Wolverine around to face the snarling countenance of Lleu- 
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tenant Worf. 
"Let him go, Worf," LaForge ordered. The Security Officer grudgingly complied, hts snar! turn- 
Ing Into a scowl. “You'll have to excuse Worf," the engineer explained. "He sometimes takes hls 


work too serfously." 


"Yeah, | bet!" the mutant growled, baring hls teeth. "BIg guy, | shoulda smelled you a mile 
awaye You smell just Itke a wet skunk In a toxIic-waste dump." 


"{ appreciate the compliment," Wort replied, wrapping his right hand around Wolverine's throat. 
"But | am In no mood for flattery." 


He was about to throttle the mutant when Riker called him off with a stern, "Worf!" 


Wolverine caught his breath quickly. "Hey, buddy, keep your dog here on a leash next time, wll! 
you?" 


"I suggest you watch your back," the Security man warned. "There wil! be another time for us 
to..-settie things." 


"I'll be walting for it." 

Tanda interrupted the confrontation as she sidled up to Worf. "There's no need to fight, Lieu- 
tenant, not when there are more..-pleasant alternatives." She put an arm around his left 
shoulder and rose on tiptoe to whisper In hfs ear. 

His demeanour lightened. "Yes, that would be pleasurable," he agreed, looking at her squarely. 
"But | am a Klingon warrior. For what you suggest, | would need a Klingon womane You seem 
too... fragile." 

"i'm tougher than | look, pal." She stepped back several paces and formed a cup with her right 
hand» Slowly, she squeezed her fingers together; as she did, a change came over the Klingon's 
face. The scowl disappeared, to be replaced by a broad grin, one that looked just a IIttle out 
of place on the grim countenance. 


The grin became a look of pain as she squeezed even more. "Now, do we understand each other?" 


"Weeeedowee” the Security officer answered slowly -- and In a strangely high-pitched voice that 
was also out of place for a Klitngon. 


Smiting, the Trollop released him, and promptly attached herself to Wesley. "You remind me of 
Skeeve," she sald, slithering an arm across his chest. 


"[eeel think I'm a little young for you," he stammered nervously, breaking Into a sweat. 
"Skeeve was young, too. Hasn't your mother ever told you about the birds and the bees?" 


"Sure, she has; she's a doctor," the teenager replied. "She also told me what separates Man from 
other animals." 


Tanda recoiled with a look of disgust and returned to the arm of Walter's chair, disappointed 
because she hadn't been able to entice all of the newcomers. 
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Puzzled, Data turned to LaForgee "Geord!, why would she ask Wesley If hIs mother had given him 
@ zoology fecture?" 


"No, Data, when she mentioned the birds and the bees, she wanted to know If he was...fully 
functional." 


"Oh," the androld said blankly. Then he suddenly understood. "Oh!" 


"You gentlemen are welcome to stay," Walter told them. Actually, the ENTERPRISE crewmen weren't 
any more welcome than his other guests, but he wasn't going to be any less hospitable to them 
Just because they were his most recent arrivals. "You just missed Junch..." == fortunately, all 
things considered -- "...but you're welcome to anything else | have." it didn't look IIke he'd 
be doing any more writing that day, not unless he wanted to find a wall and spray-palnt obscene 
graffiti about Norman Spinrad on It. 


"On behalf of my crew, |! thank you for your hospitality," Riker replied. "We'll try not to take 
up too much of your time. We have urgent Federation business to attend to, and..." 


“Federation!" Avon shouted. "| should have known!" He pulled out a large silver blaster and 
trained It on the ENTERPRISE crew. The room suddenly became very tense. "Drop your weapons, and 
move back slowly." 


The men from the Federation tossed their phasers at his feet and backed away; Worf growled In 
anger and outrage. The techniclan advanced on them, waving them back with his weapon. Keeping 
one eye fixed on his captives, he demanded, "Wolverine! Are you with me?" 


"You bet | am, studs." The mutant bared his claws and brandIshed them In front of the prisoners. 
"Any one of you makes a sudden move, I'Ii make mincemeat out of you!" 


"Excuse me," Data blurted. "But you are in error. In order to make mincemeat, you need raisins, 
apples, and varlous spices. The only thing you will make by cutting us up I[see." A look of 
horror crossed the androlid's face. "Oh! I see..." 


“| thought you would, golden boy," Wolverine snarled. 

"The shame of It," Avon declared, "Is that you Federation people aren't satisfied to subjugate 
countiess worlds to your totalitarian rule. No, you have to Itndoctrinate the minds of the young 
to perpetuate your evil ways." He levelled his blaster at Wesley. "Just by pulling this trig- 
ger, | could spare you a life of slavery, boy." 

“But you don't understand, Mr. Avon," the teenager protested weakly. 

“You mean, | didn't understand," he answered, unmoved. "| didn't recognize your Insignia In that 
position." He grabbed the device the boy wore on his chest and gave It a quarter turn to the 
right. “That's the way I'm used to seeing it." 


Wesley restored the emblem to Its upright position. "But this Is Starfleet regulation for our 
communicators," he protested. 


“indeed? Well, If Servalan thinks she can fool me with something as simple as the position of an 
Insignia..." 
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“Who's Servalan?" the boy asked Innocently. 


"Who's Servalan?" the man In black repeated with a laugh. “You don't know of Supreme Commander 
Servalan, President Servalan, Empress Servalan -~ or whatever she's calling herself these days?" 


"He does not know," Data sald matter-of-factly. "Nor do |, and | am far better versed In Earth 
history than he Is. There Its no record of anyone named Servalan In any of the posItions you 
ment loned." 


"That's Impossible! it must be some trick!" 


"It Is no trick. There Is no record of anyone named Servalan," the androld repeated. "My 
Internal records are complete and comprehensive for al! eras up to and Including our own." 


Avon's Jaw slackened; his lowered his weapon In shock. "She's the most powerful, the most vile 
woman of my era," he sald. "How can there be no record of her?" : 


“| have one possible explanation," Data offered. "You come from a time period significantly 
ahead of ours, perhaps an alternate future brought Into existence by an action In the Federation 


we know that led to the Federation you know." 


"That Is a possibility," the technictan admitted. Then he suddenly jerked his blaster up again. 
"And It's also possible that you're fyIng." 


“| am not programmed to Ife, nor have | been ordered to do soe" 


“And you expect me to believe that? Machines are only as good as the Information given them." 
He squeezed the trigger. | 


But before the weapon could fire, Cursor flew In front of the barrel and blocked It, tracing and 
materfalizing an energy cork In the muzzle. The glowing creature then dashed over to Wolverine 
and traced the shape of a glant marshmallow around the mutant's claws, trapping them tn a sticky 
gOO~ 


"Good work, Cursor!" Automan exclaimed as the energy cube returned to his side. 


"Now, then," Walter began, angrily rising from his chair, "you, all of you, are guests In my 
house. Uninvited guests. | would be within my rights to order you all to leave at once." 


“Even me?" Tanda asked, taken aback. 

"Especially you." 

it was a Ile, but It was necessary to drive home his point. "I could very well have thrown you 
all out, but I*ve let you stay. And you can continue to stay -- under certain conditions." He 
glared flercely around the room. 

Cursor's creations dissoived, allowing Wolverine to retract his claws; Riker and his men picked 


up thelr weapons. "This {fs my house, and while you are In my house, there will be no fighting. 
Avon, you may not trust these men from the Federation..." 
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"| trust no one." 

"Be that as It may, you'll! have to work with each other If you expect to get back to your own 
time perlods. You can accept Data's explanation or not; the choice Is yours. But you will have 
to declare a truce and work together If you expect to get back to your own time." 


"Very well," Avon conceded grimly, holstering his weapon. 


"Good. Now, If you'll! excuse me, | have a story to work one” With that, the writer turned his 
back on the weird menagerie and headed for his study. 


“Walt!"™ Avon called after him. “As | recail, | promised to help with that story. If you can 
still use my help, the offer stands." 


‘And | have read a considerable amount of I!terature of all types," Data sald. "If | can be of 
any assistance to you, | will be glad to help." 


"Come on, then," Walter Invited. "And if any of the rest of you are Interested, you're welcome, 
too." He just hoped he knew what he was letting himself In for. 


He entered the study, followed by Avon, Data, LaForge, Wesley, and Tanda, then sat down behind 
his computer, Inserted his word-processing disk In the newly repaired disk drive, and booted it . 
up. But instead of the usual greeting on the screen, he saw -- and heard -- a strange message. 
"SHALL WE PLAY A GAME?" 


“What Is thls, some kind of computer virus?" the writer grumbled. Undaunted, he re-booted the 
word processor; this time, the correct greeting appeared. 


The program loaded uneventfully until Walter tried to load a data file. Instead of getting a 
prompt for the desired file name when he pressed "CONTROL/L", he heard a high-pitched voice that 
said, "I don't think | want to do that, Walter." 

"What?" he exclaimed. "Who said that?" 


“Why, | did," the computer answered, dropping Its voice several octaves as the Image of a penta- 
gram flashed on the screen. "I'm your friendly computer! Ha=ha-ha-ha-ha-ha~ha!" 


"What's going on here?" 


"| don't know," Avon answered, starting from the room. "Perhaps Orac can get to the bottom of 
it." 


"Indeed | can, Avon," Orac's voice said hollowly - from Walter's computer. "| am at the bottom 
of It right now!" The sepulchra! laughter returned. "The very bottom!" 


A powerful wind blasted from the screen, forcing everyone backward. "There's some kind of welrd 
energy field around the computer," LaForge said. "I've never seen anything Itke It before!" 


"And you haven't seen anything yet!" the deep voice announced. 


Without further warning, green tendrils sprouted from the screen, snaked across the keyboard, 
then swelled into huge vines that reached out like tentacles to wrap themselves around Walter and 
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the others. 


instinctively, the writer clawed at the foul vine, but to no avall. "What's gotng on?" he 
shouted. “Who are you?” 


"isn't it obvious from my device, from my pentagram?" the possessed computer replied. "| am the 
Lord of the Underwor id." 


"You're a Mafioso?" Walter asked. 
"No," It answered flatly. "I am the Devil." 
"Oh," Tanda said. “You're a Deveel." 


"No!" the computer thundered. "| am the Devil. | am no mere pretend demon. 1! am the Prince of 
Demons!" 





Walter reached for the power switch, but a vine cut him off. "Nice try, fool!" Another tendri| 
prevented him from reaching the electrical outlet and pulling the plug. 


Avon fired his blaster Into the mass of vines: the ENTERPRISE crewmen tired thelr own weapons. 
Nothing had the slightest effect. "You cannot defeat me!" 


“Oh, yeah?" a voice growled In rebuttal. Wolverine, claws extended, stood In the doorway. 


He charged, and his adamantine claws sliced through the vines around Tanda; but once cut, they 
grew back to ensnare both the mutant and the Trollop. Worf sefzed another vine and pulled 
mightily, but It resisted his efforts to pull It out and sprouted smaller tendrils, effectively 
binding his hands. Automan and Cursor fired electrical blasts at the eerie growth, but could not 
slow It. 





"Massed phaser fire!" Riker ordered. He, LaForge, and Data almed their weapons Into the centre 
of the growing mass; beams of yellow energy converged to create a brilllant halo of light at the 
point where the main vine branched out. 


But when the l[Iight faded, the tangle of vines remained unharmed -- and the three men had no 
chance for a second shot. More tendrils sprang out to ensnare their weapons, to trap them. 
Wolverine continued to hack away with his claws; Cursor matertalized a machete. Nefther was 
successful. 


Soon, the strange growth had ensnared everyone except Automan and Cursor, who were powerless to 
help the others get free. They were all so busy struggling against the vines that no one heard 
the crash at the front door. 


Suddenly, two more people =-- a man and a woman -=- were In the room. 





"Sledge!" the woman exclaimed. “It's horrible!" 
“Yeah, Doreau," the man replied. "Looks IIke somebody went a little crazy with the fertilizer." | 


"Computer!" Walter gasped, struggling for breath against the choking vines. “It's coming... from 
the...computer!" i 


* 142 * | 











: 


-— 


i 


Se eee 
\ 


\ 


"Computer!" the man exploded, whipping out an oversized gun. "All right, you bag of micro-chips, 
say your prayers!" 


"Prayers?" the possessed machine demanded. "What do | need with prayers?" 
"Sledge, don't!" the woman protested. A vine crept toward her. 

There was a maniacal look In the man's eyes. "Trust me. 1! know what I'm doing!" 
Then he fired. 


The bullet smashed through the centre of the plant mass and Into the computer screen behind It. 
There was a shower of sparks. 


instantly, the vines withered and decayed Into nothingness. The computer moaned, a sad, fading 
Crys "NOOO. ..-!" 


The man patted his gun In triumph. "I always wanted to do that to a computer," he said, smiling 
broadly. 


Walter took a deep breath, relieved to be free of the evil vines. Then he looked at his computer 
-- and he didn't feel so relieved any longer. "It's ruined!" he cried, as smoke rose from the 
shattered monitor. 


"Hey, It's not like you lost a friend," the man with the gun told him. "Isn't that right, 
amigo?" he said to hfs weapon. 


The computer's intended victims left the study one by one, glad their ordeal was over. For the 
weiter, however, it had just begun. 


Walter took a good look at his rescuers. The man was blond and muscular, and his taste In 
clothing left something to be desired; he wore a grey plaid sult, a white shirt with blue 
stripes, and a red polka-dot tie, and his right hand gripped an outlandishly large chrome-plated 
-44 Magnum revolver with a pearl handle bearing a scrimshaw image of a sledge-hammer with a halo 
around Its head. The woman, also fair-haired, was more conservatively dressed, wearing a tur- 
quolse blouse with a grey tweed jacket and a matching skirt that came to just above her knees. 


“Who are you guys?" the writer asked them. 


Both produced police badges. “i'm inspector Sledge Hammer," the man announced, then gestured 
with his gun In the woman's direction. “This ts my partner, Dor! Doreau." 


"Sledge..." The woman gave him a cross Jook. 
"Oh, right." He grinned sheepishly as he put his gun away. “We got a report of suspiclous- 


looking characters in this nelghbourhood." He glanced around the room "Looks [tke we hit the 
jackpot, Doreau." 


He should talk... Walter thought the guy looked like a cross between Clint Eastwood and Wink 


Martindale. "I'm Walter Stock. | guess | owe you my IIife, Inspector Hammer." 
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“Don't worry, I'll settle for a BIg Mac and an order of fries," he repifed. His partner frowned. 
"Just kidding, Doreau." 


"I'm sorry about your computer, Mr. Stock," the woman sald. "The Department will gladly pay for 
repairs." 


"Yeah, the Department has gotten real cheerful since | Jol!ned the Force." 


"{ appreciate the offer," Walter told them. "But right now, It Isn't going to help me get my 
book written." 


"You're a writer?" Hammer asked. "I! love a good book -- especially one with lots of gratultous 
violence. That's always my favourlte part." 


"Actually, | try to avold unnecessary violence. ! write by the credo that violence Is the last 


retuge of the Incompetent." 


"You'd have to be a real wuss to belleve that," the cop replied, shuddering. "So what kind of 
book Its it?" 


Great, now I've got Jerry Pournelle In a tacky sult... "Sctence fiction." 

"Yuck!" Hammer looked IIke he was about to throw up. "Sclence fiction? You mean with ray guns 
and spaceships and stuff Ike that?" Walter nodded. "Come on, who's golng to believe that kind 
of stuff?" 

The five men from the ENTERPRISE gave him a funny look; they had good reason to belleve tn 
“spaceships and stuff..." Thelr rescuer saw their expressions, and simply thought they were 


crazye "What are you guys In town for, anyway, a bellboys' convention?" 


"No, Officer, If that Is the correct form of address," Data answered. "We are here as the 
unexpected result of a transporter malfunction." 


"Oh, your car broke down? Speaking of malfunction, you ought to get your money back from that 
tanning parlor you went to." 


The android gave him a curious look. "I cannot tan," he sald. "My skIn fs always this colour." 


"That's too bad," Hammer told him. "Maybe they'!I! do a telethon for you." He glanced at Lieu- 
tenant Wort's forehead. "Didn't anyone ever tel! you to buckle up when you get In a car?" 


"Especially if Sledge is driving," Doreau added, earning herself a dirty look from her partner. 


The Inspector turned his attention from Worf, but before he could say anything to anyone else, he 
was startled by an ear-plercing how! from the Klingon. "What was that?" he demanded. 


Data turned to the Security officer. "What Is It, Worf? Has another Kiingon warrlor died?" 
"No," Worf replied, his face contorted with pain. He pointed to Hammer. "He stepped on my toe." 


Meanwhile, the Inspector's attention had been diverted. Tanda slithered up to him with a come~ 
hither look. "Hello, there," she cooed sweetly. 
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He didn't know quite what to make of her. “Who are you?" 
"My name Is Tandae I'm a Troltop." 

"I can bust you for that, you know." 

“Bust me? What does that mean?" 


"Well, first §! read you your rights - { hate that part. Then | slap the cuffs on you and drag 
you downtown for questioning." 


The green~halred demon smiled. “That sounds kinky." 


"“Ktnky?" he growled, suddenly angry. “What kind of whacko are you, anyway? [t's bad enough you 
dye your hair that ridiculous shade of green..." 


"Dye my hair?" the Trollop roared, Incensed. 


“And with such a cheap dye, too," Hammer continued. "Now, why don't you go join your punk rocker 
friends over there?" He pointed to Avon and Automan, who stood beside Orac. "I've got police 
business to attend to." 


Walter thought Tanda was golng to use her telekinetic powers on the hapless Inspector, but she 
chose to chastise him verbally Instead. "what's the matter with you? What does It take to turn 
you on?" 


“Well, there was the time |! bought my ex-wife some gunpowder=-scented cologne," he sald thought- 
fully. "But It gave her an awful rash, and things went downhII! from there." 


Enraged, the demon turned on her heel and stalked off to join the techniclan and the hologram, 
muttering curses [In her native tongue. "Yeah, she sald that one time when | was late with the 
alimony check," the not=-so-plainclothesman sald. 


"Remarkable!" Avon commented, watching the scene with great fascination. "I've actually found 
someone who makes less sense than Vila!" 


Hammer's eyes swept the room; he looked utterly disgusted. “You have very strange taste In 
friends, Stock." 


No stranger than your taste in suits, the writer wanted to say -~ but didn't. “Actually, we all 


Just met today." 


“it fIlgures," the other man snarled. "I've never seen such a collection of slime-balls and 
scum-sucking mutants In one room before." 


"Say what?" Wolverine slowly turned toward the Inspector, baring his teeth. "Now, just who are 
you calling a scum=sucking mutant?" 


"You, you garbage-eating rodent!" 


"Oh, yeah?” In a flash, the mutant's claws were exposed. 
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In another flash, so was the Inspector's gun. "You're under arrest!" he shouted. 
“What for?" 
"Carrying a concealed weapon!" Hammer answered. 


The two men circled each other. No one dared to Interfere -- except Worf, who viewed the ap- 
proaching battle with mounting disapproval, since he wasn't Involved In It. “If you seek battie, 
come to me!" he cried. The challenge went unheeded. 


The mutant advanced -- and was promptly repelled by a flat-footed kick to the stomach. He 
staggered back to his feet, ripping huge chunks of carpet with his claws; then he slashed at 
Hammer, and put a sizable rip Into the man's suit Jacket. "Looks Itke you've got another vent In 
your sult!" he gloated. 


"Oh, yeah? How'd you Iike some ventilation, you nightmare from Elm Street?" the angry cop 
replied, firing a shot at the mutant. 


With one of his claws, Wolverine cut the bullet In half In mid-air; the two halves smashed Into a 
pair of galactic spacescapes hanging on elther side of the wall, putting unintended black holes 
into them. He tried to press his momentary advantage, but Hammer dodged, then danced In front of 
him, baiting him. 


The mutant took the balt, thrusting with his right hand; the Inspector side-stepped the attack, 
and Wolverine found his claws stuck In the back of Walter's easy chair. Hammer then swung at his 
head -- and almost broke his hand on the mutant's adamantine skull. "Ow! What have you got 
under there, a rock?" 


"] guess It pays to be hard-headed!" The mutant wrenched his hand free In a shower of springs 
and cotton batting. Wheeling, he slashed through the air with his left hand, and connected with 
Hammer's most prized possession -- his gune 


"Amigo!" the Inspector screamed In horror as the barrel fell off and hit the floor. A flood of 
orief welled up [n him, followed Immediately by blazing anger. "You murderer!" he exploded, 
tossing the other half of his weapon aside. "That's It! No more Mr. Nice Guy!" 





Fuelled by adrenalin, Sledge Hammer seized Wolverine by the arm, yanked him off his feet, and 
spun him around, searching the room for a weapon. Then he saw what he wanted -- an open electri- 
cal outlet. 


With a savage jerk, he towed the mutant across the room and jammed two of his claws Into the 
outlet, holding him there untI1l the current overwhelmed him. 


it took a lot of electricity to put Wolverine out. The surge overloaded most of the fuses In 
Walter's tusebox, knocking out his major appliances, and causing both Automan and Cursor to 
disappear In a single blue spark. No one noticed the hologram's disappearance, though, as they 
crowded around the unconscious mutant. 


Avon knelt beside Wolverine and placed hIs hand against the mutant's neck. "He'll Iive," he 


announced after finding a pulse. The others discussed how Hammer could possibly be so cruel as 
to do such a terrible thing. 
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The Inspector, meanwhile, knelt beside the two broken bits of metal that had once been his gun. 
"We shared everything,” he sobbed to his partner. "Stake-outs, rlots, Chuck Norris movies..." 


"! know, Sledge," she sald, putting a comforting hand on his shoulder. "That gun meant a lot to 
you." 


“Yeah, Doreaue He was my amigo, my best buddy..." 
"You have other friends, you know." 


He thought it over for a moment. "You're right," he sald at fast, his eyes brightening. 
"There's my rocket launcher, my sawed-off shotgun, my hand grenades..." 


"Oh, Sledge!" she sald coldly. 


On the floor, Wolverine stirred and retracted his claws, but despite his mutant healing factor, 
he was still too groggy to do more than roll over onto his back. "I feel like | just went ten 
rounds with the Incredible Hulk!" he moaned. 


Tanda cradied him In her arms. "There, now, handsome, [t'l! be all right," she cooed, pushing 
back his cowl to reveal a rugged face framed by black halr and mutton=chop sideburns combed to 
make him look as bestial as he did with the cowl one "I! must say, though, that I'm not used to a 
man being totally exhausted before I've held him." The mutant smiled weakly. 


Walter and his other guests backed away to give Wolverine more breathing room. As he stepped 
back, the writer surveyed his living room, assessing the damage. 


The carpet was old, anyway, and he was glad he hadn't yet gotten around to replacing It. The 
spacescapes were prints; he could get new coples from the artist. Fuses were easy to replace, 
and he had plenty of spares on hand. The chair, though, was brand new; he'd just finished paying 
for It, and wouldn't have the money to fix or replace It until Sandursah'nn Under Sfege was pub- 
lished. <r 


And it wouldn't be published unti! he finished writing It, which he couldn't do because Sledge 
Hammer had plugged his computer with a .44 Magnum slug. He saw hIis career gotng down the dratn, 
and he was so busy watching It trickle away that he didn't notice as Avon, LaForge, and Wesley 
joined him. 


“Wesley and | will take a look at your computer, Walter," LaForge volunteered. "We might be 
able to salvage something.” 


"And I'l! help, too," Avon added. 

"All right, thanks, guyse While you're doing that, I'!! go replace the fuses." 

The technician and the ENTERPRISE crewmen headed for the study, while Walter grabbed a flashIIght 
and his supply of spare fuses and went downstairs. When he opened the box, he found three- 
quarters of the fuses blown, but he had enough to replace them several times over. Thanks to his 


last encounter with uninvited guests, he'd learned to be prepared for anything. 


In fifteen minutes, he had replaced all the fuses; he went back upstairs. Wolverine was on his 
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feet, still a Ilttle shaky; he leaned on Tanda, who didn't seem to mind in the least. Hammer 
sttil mourned the "death" of his trusty gun. 


With adequate electricity restored, Automan and Cursor soon reappeared. "I'm back, Walter," the 
hologram called out, then saw the sobbing policeman. “What's wrong with him?" 


"| don't know," the writer answered truthfully. Nor did he particularly care. 
Hammer looked up. "My gun," he lamented, stroking the pleces. "My poor amigo." 


"Oh, {fs that all?" The hologram picked up the parts of the weapon and held them together. 
"Cursor!" 


The iittle energy creature circled the break several times, solidly arc-welding the gun back 
together. Automan handed It back to Its owner; there wasn't even a seam to show where the break 
had been. "Here you go." 


"Amigo! You're back!" Hammer looked about to IIterally jump for Joy. "Look, Doreau, my buddy 
ts allve again!" 


He grabbed her by the arm, shaking her In excitement. He looked as If he were about to kiss the 
gun, then appeared to think better of It; then he looked as If he were about to kiss Doreau, and 


thought better of that as well -- which didn't please her very much. "Come on! I want to take 
him out after some slIme-eating maggots!" 


Without further ado, he dragged his partner toward the door. Moments later, Walter heard his car 
crashing through the neighbours’ garbage cans as he drove away. Two guests gone. The writer 
sighed. When would the rest of them leave? 

LaForge, Wesley, and Avon emerged from his study. "Well, your computer itself is all right," 
the engineer announced. “The bullet lodged In the lid over the circuitry. The motherboard and 
controller cards are a little dusty, but they're okay." 

"And?" He walted for the other shoe fo drop. 


it did. "Your monitor is completely wrecked. There's no way we can fix It." 


"However," Avon added, “you can connect the computer to another device with a cathode ray tube. 
You can use that until you get another monitor." 


"!*ve got an old portable black-and-white TV set," the writer said. "WII! that do?" 


"It might work," Wesley told him. “But you need somethIng to convert the computer signal [nto a 
form your television will accept." 


"Can't you rig something to do that?" 


“!'m not quite sure how," the teenager admitted. "Television as you know It doesn't exist In my 
time. I'm not very good with primitive technology." 


“But we can try, Wes," LaForge sald, noticing Walter's expression when the young Ensign called 
television "primitive technology.” 
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It looked IIke It would be a long time before he got back to work on Sandursah'nn Under Stege. 
By the time he did, the L'aldrahnites would probably have Brad Brickston tled up and tortured to 
death with Slim Whitman albums... 


His mournful musing was abruptly Interrupted. Someone was knocking on his front door. Again. 
"Oh, God, | hope It Isn't Hammer!" he muttered as he went to answer It. 


It wasn't. The man who stood at the door was young and good-looking, with dark blond hair. He 
wore khaki pants, a khaki shirt, and a brown bomber Jacket. "Are you Walter Stock?" he asked. 


"Yes, | am." But who was this guy? 


“The same Walter Stock who asked for research data on the capacitance of metal alloys?" The 
young man extended a hand In greeting. "I'm with the Phoen!Ix Foundation. My name's MacGyver." 


Confused, the writer took the offered hand and shook It. He didn't remember writing to any 
Phoen!Ix Foundation for the latest research ones. 


Then It came to him. When he began writing Sandursah'nn Under Siege, he contacted a friend at 
some government think-tank for Information about metal alloys. He then completely forgot al/ 
about It, even forgot the name of the think-tank. After months with no reply, he simply went to 
the Ifbrary to do the research himself. 


He certainly never expected anyone to come to his house with the Information. "Come In, please, 
Mr. MacGyver. I'm surprised to get a reply in person." 


"| have to admit, your address threw me," the young man told him. “I! didn't think there'd be any 
laboratories, even private ones, out here." 


"I'm afraid you've come out here for nothing," Walter told him apologetically. "I'm not a 
scientist; I'm a writer. [ needed the Information for a book I'm working on." 
"Oh, Walter Stock! Of course!" MacGyver exclaimed. "| read your book The Man Who Wouldn't 


Teleport. Great Job! You really have a good command of technical detalls." 

"Thank you." 

"Of course, there are a few points |! disagreed with..." 

Natural ly. . 


"You're working on a book now? Say, could I take a look at It? I might be able to provide some 
technical advice." 


"Frankly, I'd I!tke nothing better. Unfortunately, |! can't show It to you because | wrote It on a 
computer, and some Idiot put a bullet through my monitor." 


"That wouldn't be the guy In the green sedan who almost side-swiped my Jeep, would It?" Walter 
nodded. “Well, If you have a TV set, you can get by without a monitor." 
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“I know, but you've got to have something to translate the computer signal gotng to the TV." 
"Right, an RF modulator." 
"And {| don't have one." 


"That's no problem," MacGyver said. "If you've got the right odds and ends, | can make one for 
you.” 


"You can?" 
"Sure." He took a red-handied Swiss Army knife out of his pocket. 


"Come on In, Mr. MacGyver!" Walter ushered -- or, rather, towed -- the man from the Phoen!Ix 
Foundation through hIs IIving room, rushing him past all the other guests, and depositing him tn 
front of Avon, LaForge, and Wesley. "There!" he told them triumphantly. "I've found somebody 
who knows what to doe Go to It, MacGyver!" 


"Call me Mace" He Immediately went to work. 


Walter was giddy with excitement as he watched the think-tank trouble-shooter work. He already 
liked him; he was the first normal person the writer had met that day. 


Yes, he certainly IIked MacGyver -=- untIi! he saw him cannibalizing parts from his stereo and 
video recorder. "What are you doing?" he screamed, horrified at what the "normal" person was 
doing to his property. 


"Bullding an RF modulator. | need the antenna connectors from your VCR to hook [nto the TV, and 
| need the electronics from your stereo to convert the computer signal Into a form the TV can 
pick up.” 


"Oh." Walter's excitement had changed to numbness. "Well, go ahead, then..." 


Things weren't turning out the way he'd hoped. Maybe he'd have been better off Just getting a 
new monitor. 


He continued to watch as MacGyver cut and spliced wires; every so often, he took aroll of duct 
tape out of his pocket and wrapped a piece of the sI!very~backed adhesIve around the splices. 
Finally, after about twenty minutes’ work, the technical wizard produced a breadbox-sIized con- 
traption. "There," he sald, proudly holding up his creation. “Let's try It out." 


The writer fetched his old black-and-white TV from a closet, then led MacGyver to the computer. 
The man from the PhoenIx Foundation disconnected the broken monitor, connected his home~brew RF 
modulator to the computer, and set it beside the disk drive. Then he hooked It up to the TV set, 
put the television on top of the computer, and plugged It Into the power strip behind the ma- 
chinee "That should do It," he sald. "Turn It one" 


Walter sat down In front of the computer, turned on the TV, and booted up hIs word-processing 
program. The greeting appeared on the screen In Its customary silent manner. Then the writer 
Inserted the data disk containing Sandursah'nn Under Slege and successfully called It up. "All 
right!" he exclaimed. "You did It, MacGyver!" 
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He skipped through the text several times to prove to himself that the computer and makeshift RF 
modulator were functioning properly. Then he moved the cursor to the end of the text, where Brad 
Brickston's dilemma over how to use the fading energy [In his blaster still had him stumped, and 
his excitement faded. 


MacGyver leaned over him. "Do you mind If | take a look at this?" he asked, as he reached for 
the keyboard. The tinkerer skipped back several paragraphs and began to read. "You know," he 
said after a moment, “with this alloy you're using, your hero can recharge his gun quite easily." 
"He can?" 

“Suree Get me some paper, and I'I|i show you." 

Walter tore through his desk drawers looking for paper, and after several frantic minutes, pulled 
out a wrinkled steno pad; he'd bought It several years earlier, under the misguided Intention of 
jotting down story tdeas as they occurred to him. He handed It to MacGyver, along with a pencil, 


and left him to write while he went back to the IIving room to check on his other guests. 


"I've got it!" he shouted. "My computer's going again, and I've got the means to finish my 
novel!" 


"That's terrific, Walter," Laforge replied. "I'm happy you've solved your problem. Now, If we 


could just solve ours..." j 


"We may have the answer," Avon remarked. "| have Instructed Orac to calculate a way for me to 
return to my own time. That solution should also work for you." 


The three men went to the little computer; the others In the room joined them. Avon Inserted the 
access key. "Orac." 


It buzzed like an angry hornet, then answered. “Yes, Avon?" 

“Have you completed those calculations for a way to return the SCORPIO to Its proper time?" 
"“! have.® 

"Results?" 


“Forward time travel can be achieved by having the SCORPIO orbit the Earth In an anticlockwise 
direction at hyper-light velocities." 


"Is It possible for us to stop briefly In an Intermediate time period before continulng our own 
journey?" the technician queried. 


"Yes, It is possible, aithough | see no reason for doting so." 
“Well, I do," Avon replied, thoughtfully regarding the ENTERPRISE crewmen; I+ wouldn't hurt to 
take them home. Then hIs gaze shifted to Wolverine. "You are welcome to Join us If you wish. | 


could use a man [ike you." 


"Thanks, studs, but I'l! pass," the mutant said. "I'd Just as soon take my chances with enemies 
In my own century." 
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At that moment, MacGyver emerged from the study. "I've written out how to have your character 
recharge his blaster," he sald. "You've already given him most of the tools he'!! need. AI! you 
have to do now Is get him to the right power source." 


"Thanks, Mac," the writer sald. Then he reailzed he'd forgotten something every good host should 
doe "Oh, I'd like you to meet Commander Riker, Lieutenant Commander Data, Lieutenant Worf, 


Lieutenant LaForge, Ensign Crusher, Automan, Avon, Wolvertne, and Tanda." The IIst left him 
slightly breathless. 


The green-halred demon strutted toward MacGyver. "HI, handsome," she sald, pressing close to 
hime "Say, you carry some pretty strange weapons -- a Swiss Army knife, duct tape... What do 
you do with them?" 

"Well, lee." he began. "Hey, how do you know about them?" 


“It's better you don't ask," Walter advised. 


Just then, Cursor flew right In front of MacGyver's eyes and began chattering away. "What's 
that?" the surprised trouble-shooter asked. 


"Oh, that's Cursor," Automan told him. “He's upset because Walter forgot to Introduce him." 


"You also forgot to Introduce me," Orac observed coldly. "I am not accustomed to belng Ignored." 


Cursor chattered furlously, prompting another Icy comment from Orac. "What do you mean, | should 


be Ignored, you electrical glitch? I'Il have you know | am capable of tar more than you can even 
dream of!" 


The energy creature buzzed around the room and began tracing something obscene; Automan repr i- 
manded him sharply, then turned to Walter. "Cursor and | want you to Know how much we appreciate 
your hospitality," he said. "But my Walter is calling us now, so we have to say goodbye." His 
tinal words came as he and his companion faded from view. “Good luck with your book..." 
MacGyver looked shocked as he shook the writer's hand. "I'm afraid | have to be going, too. 
It's been Interesting meeting you, Walter. I'd better not tell Pete about this, though, or he'l| 
say I've been working too hard again." 

"Say, could you give me a lift?" Wolverine asked. 


"| guess so." 


"Goode" The mutant put a hand on the man's shoulder. “You know, you and | have a lot In common. 
You carry a Swiss Army knife..." == he extended his right-hand claws -- "...and | am one." 


Worf strode over to them. "1 am Impressed with your skilis as a warrior," he told Wolverine. 
"If you ever find yourself In my century, I Invite you to Joln me on the ENTERPRISE holodeck for 


Gee workout." 


“And tf you ever come back to my time, you're welcome to join me in the X-Men Danger Room," the 
mutant replied, retracting his claws as the two men clasped forearms In parting. 


Tanda put her arms around Walter. "Well, handsome, | guess this Is goodbye," she sald sadly. 
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"Yes, | suppose so." HIs arms went around her without his conscfous volition. 


“I'd kind of Itke to stay and have some more fun with you," the demon told him. “But | guess you 
want to get your book finished now, don't you?" 


"Uh-huh..." He wondered If anything Itfke this ever happened to Ray Bradbury. Probably not -- 
but then again, Bradbury did room with Harlan Ellison for a while... 


She pulled him close. "Well, you Just finish that book, sugar, because when you do, I'I! come 
back and visit you again. And then we'll have ourselves a really good time." She gave hima 
long, deep kiss that left him exhilarated, aroused, and almost asphyxltated. “That's Just a 
sample. I'd give you more, but | don't think you'd be able to write If | did.e "Byes..." She 
disappeared In a puff of green smoke. 


Somewhat dlsorlented, Walter shook hands and exchanged farewells with the men from the ENTER- 
PRISE. Worf's grip almost broke his right hand. 


When he reached Data, the android held his palm out flat and said, "Give me five, mane" Left- 
handed, the writer obliged -- and received a stinging return slap. "Oh, forgive me, I some- 
times don't know my own strength... That Is the right expression, Isn't It?" 


The writer nodded In reply, and the flve crewmen Jjolned Avon, who picked Orac up from the table 
and directed Wesley to take the computer's carrying case. All six then stepped Into the centre 
of the room, and the techniclIan gave a terse Instruction. "Orac, teleport -- now!" 


A swirling cylinder of cascading light enguifed them. When It had disappeared, they were gone. 


Walter escorted MacGyver and Wolverine to the front door, and closed It behind them. He leaned 
against [t with a deep sigh of rellef. Alone at last! 


Now, he could finally finish Sandursah'nn Under Siege! 
Action scenes formed In his mind, and he rushed back to the study, eager to commit them to 
computer disk. Brad Brickston would prevail! The L'aldrahnite Insurgency would be put down, 


once and for all! 


He sat down In front of the computer and studled the passage that had glven him so much trouble. 
But that was before he met MacGyver and learned how to recharge the hero's blaster. 


Now, you're going to be finished, you blasted book...! 


He flipped the steno pad open and eagerly read through the written notes. Yes, yes, It was all 
there, everything he needed to make this book the epic adventure he knew {t was. He turned the 
pages excitedly. 


All | have to do Is get Brickston over to the para-nuclear generator, and then... And then... 


And then, he realized It wasn't what he wanted to do with the story-IIne after all. 
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OFFICIAL GUIDE-LINES FOR OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS 


OSIRIS Publications has a professionally trained editorial staff. All our publications, al- 
though written by non-professionals, are and will continue to be handled In as professional a 
manner possible. The following guide-Iines should be observed by anyone submitting material 
to OSIRIS Publications for any purpose. 


1. 


2. 


Je 


4. 


Se 


6. 


Te 


8. 


9. 


10. 


All written matertat will be edited, and decisions of the editor will be final. If any 
rewriting Is required, the editor will return the submission to the writer, with appropri- 
ate comments. Otherwise, any alterations In spelling, punctuation, grammar, syntax, etc. 
will be made by the editor. Under normal circumstances, no witer will be accorded the 
so-called right of editorial review. Any decisions on the merits or acceptability of a 
submission will be made by the editorial staff; such a decision will be final. 


Written matertal should be neatly typed on 8; x 11 white paper, double-spaced. Only one 
side of the page should be used, and all pages should be numbered. Hand-written or hand- 
printed manuscripts will be accepted only at the discretion of the editor; these should be 
double-spaced on 8; x 11 Ifned white paper. The editorial staff reserves the right to 
re ject any manuscript not deemed to be sufficiently leglble. 


Art submissions should be In black and white Ink only, with no large, dense black areas, 
and should be no larger than 8; x 11, Including a I-Inch margin on all sides. Due to the 
high cost of screening, pencilled or coloured art will be accepted only If deemed truly 
exceptional. All art must be completely camera-ready. Artists should send elther orlgI- 
nals or good-quality photocoples that require no touch-ups; original art ts sent at the 
artist's own risk. For art that Is to be reproduced In ful! colour, contact the editorial 
staff for Instructions. 


Written material or art containing or depicting gratultous excessive violence or explicit 
sex will be rejected. In such matters, the decision of the editorial staff will be final. 


No written matertal or art currently under consideration by OSIRIS Publications should be 
submitted to any other publication until a decision on that matertal's acceptability has 
been made. Similarly, no written materltal or art currently under consideration elsewhere 
should be submitted to OSIRIS Publications. 


Any previously established character from another source, whether from literature, cinema, 
or televiston, should, {In any materlal submitted to OSIRIS Publications, behave In a 
manner consistent with that previously established for the character. 


No matertal derived [n any way from any media source wil! be considered for Inclusion In 
the fanzine entitled IMAGINATION. Only original, nonderlvative materfta! should be sub- 
mitted for consideration In that zine. Medlia-derived materlal submitted to IMAGINATION 
will not automatically be considered for any other OSIRIS Publications fanzine. 


Unless a specific extension has been granted by the editorial staff, all deadiInes should 
be considered absolute. 


No one will be notified of recelpt of any submission unless that submission Is accompanied 
by a self-addressed, stamped envelope or postcard. No submissions will be returned unless 
accompanted by a self-addressed envelope bearing adequate return postage, and no returned 
submIsstons wil! be Insured unless payment for that Insurance Is Included with the submis- 
ston. Once a submission has been accepted and scheduled for publication, the contributor 
will be so advised. 


While decisions of the editorial staff are generally to be considered final, any contrib- 
utor wishing to discuss an editorial decision Is free to do so, and a decision may be 
reversed If the contributor can provide adequate support for such a change. 

















From Deep Space... 


Once again, we come to the end of an Issue of THE OSIRIS FILES, and It's time for our final com 
ments on sclence fiction and fantasy In the media today. As usual, television Its both a bane and 
@ delight, with such current offerings as ALF; BEAUTY AND THE BEAST; HARD TIME ON PLANET EARTH; 
QUANTUM LEAP; STAR TREK, THE NEXT GENERATION; WAR OF THE WORLDS... (Sigh!) 


AIRWOLF's rebirth on the USA Network was an unqualified disaster; It seems no one but String- 
fellow Hawke will ever be able to make that wicked black helicopter fly. BEAUTY AND THE BEAST 
Strayed from Its original compelling blend of fine writing, acting, and production, but now shows 
some sign that the magic may return -- hopefully, before It Is too late. And It Is with consid- 
erable rellef that we note STAR TREK, THE NEXT GENERATION no longer relies on a teenager to save 
the Galaxy from disaster every week. Now, If only we had something to say about WAR OF THE 
WORLDS... 


Both the original crew of the ENTERPRISE and popular archaeologist Indlana Jones wlll return to 
the motion picture screen shortly, providing fllms that are certain to be better Than anything 
currently showIng on television. They should also be great fun. The original STAR TREK cast are 
always sure winners -~- and how can the combination of Harrison Ford and Sean Connery be anything 
but fantastic? 


This !tssue of our zine turned out to be pretty fantastic, too. We've always had stories from 
some of the best writers In fandom, but they've outdone themselves this year. L.A. Carr under- 
stands the characters of Vincent (BEAUTY AND THE BEAST) and Robert McCall! (THE EQUALIZER) better 
than anyone else we know, and has captured both them and the essence of thelr serles In "Saved by 


‘a Pawn." Joyce Ashcroft, a professtonal screen-writer new to our pages this year, has glven us 


an A-TEAM that Iives and breathes as If actually on screen -- as "Forget Me Not, Sucker" was 
originally meant to be. Jeannie Webster finally provides a realistic -- If highly uncomfortable 
-- history of Marton Ravenwood, one-time love of a certaln already-named archaeolog!st, In her 
brutally plausible "Price of Survival." And no one knows -- or writes! -- AIRWOLF better than 
Linda Ruth Pfonner, as "Plague Bullet" so aptly IIlustrates. 


Mary Robertson's name Is one our readers should know well, both as consummate story-teller and as 
sensitive poet. Beth Bowles, certainly not new to fandom, Joins her as a poet of great under- 
standing and compassion. And Rodney Ruff Is back again, with his hlilarlous “Writer's Cramp," 
seque! to the phenomenally funny "Writer's Block" [THE OSIRIS FILES #2). 


Our artists this time are also some of the best ever. Ton! Hardeman and Kate Soehnien, Pat 
Posadas and Dorinda Francis, they're all as good as we've come to expect. And as for Sandra 
Santera and joan hanke-woods, now known as Deiphyne Mori... Well, words literally fall. 


Our thanks to all these fine talents, and to our meticulous proofreaders, as well. It was a 
tremendous effort -- and one well worth making. 


It's been a rewarding year, and we've enjoyed meeting you at conventions and hearing from you 


through your letters. If nothing drastic happens to change our plans and our Iffe, we hope to 
continue to bring you quality fan writing and art for a long time to come. 
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So, until next year... 


Publisher. cccccccccccccccccccccccccccscccscceesOSIRIS Publications 

Managing Editor. ccccccccccccccccccccccccccccsee doy Harrison 

Editor /Humour Editor. .cccccccccccccccsccccccseei Isa Gol laday 

Assistant Editor. ccccccccccccccccccesscccccscoetindsa Ruth Pfonner 

Art Consultant. -ccccccccccccccccccccccccccccess joan hanke=woods/Delphyne Mor] 


Lunatic In Residences cceccccccccccccccsccccescebr sdget B. Flake 


Layout/Pastemup. ecccscccccccvcccscvccccccscscee doy Harrison 

David Morgan 
Typtste vccccccccccccccccccccccccccccccccccscceedoy Harrison 
Typewriter. scccccccccccccccccccccccccccccccessesranasonic Screwdriver 


Proofreaders. eccecccccccccccccscccccccsccscccesleAe Carr 
Mary Greeley 
Joy Harrison 
Dayid Morgan 
Lisa Mudano 
Wayne Sipla 


APtIstS. cccccccccccccccccccccccccccccocscccccsecDOrinda Francis 
joan hanke~woods/Delphyne Mor! 
Ton! Hardeman 
Pat Posadas 
Sandra Santara 
Kate Soehnien 
Cover Art ("Vincent") .ccccccvcccccccccceccssceecandra Santara 
Logo Design. cesccccccccccccscccscccccsccsesess joan hanke=woods/Delphyne Mor! 
Editorial Logo Designecccccccccvcccccccccccvceeraul Gadzikowsk! 


PrIMtinge cccccccccccccccnccvcccccccccscscsecsee pi p/Sue Baylin 


Pub (Clty ic o0sheoes neve senwua seve eeake eens caseenll of the Above 
Legal AdVISOF. cccccccccccccccccccvcccccccccccsccather ine FitzSimmons 


Special thanks, once again, to Doris Harrison 
And a very special nod to the wolf pack 
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OSIRIS Publications takes great pride in announcing THE OSIRIS FILES, a new 
fanzine devoted to the realms of cinema, theatre, and television, and the many 
ways in which these media treat fantasy and science fiction. 








Fly with the freedom of an eagle aboard a unique super-sonic helicopter. 
Travel through space with a rag-tag fleet of refugees as they search for 
safety on a possibly mythical world. Combat an evil, corrupt Empire with the 
brave warriors of the Rebel Alliance. Explore new worlds and new civilisa- 
tions with the crew of the starship ENTERPRISE -- or explore the ancient 
Civilisations of our own world with Indiana Jones. 








ATRWOLF 
BATTLESTAR GALACTICA 
RAIDERS OF THE LOST ARK 
STAR TREK 
STAR WARS 








Stories from all these popular films and television series, as well as ALIENS, 
DRACULA, E.T., KNIGHT RIDER, MAD MAX, OUTLAND, STARMAN, V, WOLFEN — and 
anything else our readers desire and contributors care to submit -- can await 
you on the pages of each issue of THE OSIRIS FILES. 





Letters of comment are always welcome. For information on prices and contents 
of specific issues, please send a self-addressed, stamped envelope to: 


THE OSIRIS FILES 
c/o OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


THE OSIRIS FILES is intended to be an annual publication, although additional 
issues may appear throughout the year. For detailed information on submis- 
sions, please refer to the back of this flyer. O 
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THE OSIRIS FILES Is a general-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications, covering all the many and 
diverse unlverses of clnema and televislIon. a 
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In our premlere Issue, you will fInd an all-new AIRWOLF story, In which Stringfellow Hawke finds 


himself accused of a serles of vicious polltical assassInatlonse He can't see a way out of the ow 
trap. eo 

It's Christmas-time, and a little gir! sees an "angel," when Ralph Hinckley flles agaln as THE 

GREATEST AMERICAN HERO. 

The scene shifts to the planet SagIittara, and the time to the night of the I1l-fated Armistice 

with the Cylonse Workers hurry to put flnal touches on a new shuttle for the commander of the 

battlestar GALACTICA, only to find themselves In the middle of an Invaslonee. 

Last of the fiction offerings for thls Issue Is "Survive the Alllfance," our ultimate tribute to res 


the multi-media story. The Visitors have Invaded Earth, the ResIstance has called for help -- 

and the Colontals and Cylons have both answered. While on reconalssance, Apollo Is shot down by 

& menacing semething that resembles a marine mammal with a propeller beanle, and Starbuck Is ~~ 
kidnapped byeesa talking automobile? The Firm Its called In to help Investigate the wreckage of 

an allen spacecraft, and the A-Team Jotns the battle... 


Also Included In THE OSIRIS FILES #1 are eleven beautiful STAR TREK and STAR WARS portralts by 
Hugo-winner joan hanke-woodse First done ten years ago, these portralts have never before been 
publishede They are printed on fine IInen stock, In a format sultable for framing, and can 
easily be removed from the zine. 


So, welcome to THE OSIRIS FILES! To order this new zine, with more than 120 pages to delight 
you, send a check or money order for $15.00, payable to Joy Harrison In U.S. dollars only, to: =< 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue nail 
Morton Grove, II|Inols 60053 


Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or THE OSIRIS 
FILES. Be sure to Include your correct malling address -- and do not send cash through the mal!! 
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Indiana Jones returns to Calro for the first time stnce his unlversity days, seeking a power ful 
long-lost amulet he doesn't really belleve exists. There's no danger -- unt!! he and Short Round 
stumble upon an ancient cult, and a particularly gruesome trap. 


Thomas Magnum has been shot, and Iles near death. In fact, he's already decIded he's golIng to 
die, and has sald farewell -- at least In his mind <= to al! those he loves. Then he meets Judl, 
and nothing can ever be the same agatn. 


Long before his fateful meeting with Lela of Alderaan, Han Solo Is asked to rescue another 
princess.e But, as he discovers, not all princesses are susceptible to his Irresistible charms. 


Walter Stock Is a sclence fiction witer, and Walter Stock has a bad -- possibly fatal -=- case of 
"writer's block." Varted and unrelated universes come together as he seeks a cure, and an Idea 
for a new story. 


What happened to his kitchen? A.J. SImon Is pretty sure he knows, but he can't quite pin down 
the evidence In "The Great Chocolate Chip Cookle Caper." 


Vincent and hts beloved Catherine ere torn apart when a consclentious police officer decides 
Vincent Is a loose end In an unsolved homicide casee Can elther of them survive, with the police 
investigating them,: and a continent between them? 


The Cylons are polsed to attack Earth, and the Colonials of the battlestar GALACTICA must Jjotn 
with the reptilian Visitors and the Earth-based human ResIstance If they are to have any chance 
of defeating their ancient foes. Meanwhile, Stringfellow Hawke, MacGyver, and Remington Steele 
join Michsel Knight and the A-Team In an effort to stop the rebel Diana and her fellow rene- 
gadese But after the long mutual distrust, can they all possibly work together -- even If the 
prize Is the survival of the planet they cherish? The conclusion of "Survive the Alltance" 
brings even mere of the excitement, drama, and humour followers of this story have come to 
expecte 


Also Included In THE OSIRIS FILES #2 Is poetry by LeA. Carr, and magnificent art by Karen River, 
Gennle Summers, Toni Hardeman, Kate Soehnien, Joan hanke~woods/Mor!, and otherse All this -- 170 
sktilfully written and beautifully Illustrated pages -- can be ordered by sending a check or 
money order for $18.00, payable to Joy Harrison In U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, I!linols 60053 


Remember, we cannot accept checks om money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications om THE OSIRIS 
FILES. Be sure to Include your correct mailing address -- and do not send cash through the malt! 





Wander the many dimensions of time and space 
with the Doctor, a meddling Time Lord from the 
planet Gallifrey. Travel the far reaches of 
the galaxy with the freedom fighters of the 
Liberator. Explore the vast depths of Sher- 
wood Forest, fighting oppression and injustice 
with the Hooded Man and his followers. 


DOCTOR WHO. 
BLAKE'S 7. 
ROBIN HOOD. 
THE AVENGERS. 
THE PRISONER. 
THE PROFESSIONALS. 
DEMPSEY AND MAKEPEACE. 
Stories from all these popular series -- and 
any others our readers desire and contribu- 


tors care to submit -- can await you on the 
pages of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. 


Letters of comment are always welcome. For 
information on prices and contents of specific 
issues, please send a self-addressed, stamped 
envelope to: 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER 
c/o OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER is intended to be an 
annual publication. For detailed information 
on submissions, please refer to the back of 
this flyer. 
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OSIRIS Publications takes 
great pride in announcing THE 
SONIC SCREWDRIVER, a new fan- 
zine devoted entirely to the 
realm of British television. 











THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER is a British-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications. 


In our premiere issue, meet two charming drones and their human master amidst 
the trees of the Last Forest of Earth, and travel with the Doctor and Jamie to 
a planet where an agricultural colony is dying, its settlers unable to pay for 


the basic needs of survival -- while surrounded by incredible mineral wealth. 
Join the Time Lord and his companion Tegan as they visit Nafnelor for a holi- 
day -- only to find themselves once again involved in a struggle to save a 


world from alien invasion. Explore some of the many intricacies of the DOCTOR 


WHO universe, in an attempt to unravel such mysteries as Doc 'S > Ais 
relationship with the Master and Romana, his true name... p s eye, 

In our second issue, the Doctor and his companions travel to Central America, 
where they discover the purpose of the mysterious drawings of Nazca. Then the 
Time Lord, this time with companions Ben and Polly, inadvertently journey to 
Nazi Germany, where they meet that nation's malevolent Master. Next, Briga- 


dier Lethbridge-Stewart of UNIT experiences a most peculiar Christmas Eve, as 
Strange events unfold before his disbelieving eyes. And finally, the crew of 


the Scorpio (BLAKE'S 7) have landed on Gauda Prime, e they met.with dis- 
aster. But who really died there? And who survived? 1 G “ SO 
All this, and more, await you on the pages of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. To order 


either of these first two issues, send a check or money order for $IK.N. 
payable to JOY HARRISON in U.S. dollars only, to: 





OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


Please, do not send checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or 
THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. Remember to specify which issue(s) you want, and be 
sure to include your correct mailing address. And do not send cash through 
the mail! 





THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER is a British-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications. 
Our third issue features stories by Marcia Brin (UFO), Kathie Hughes (DOCTOR 
WHO), Barbara Mater (DOCTOR WHO), Linda Pfonner (ROBIN HOOD), and Mary Robert- 
son (BLAKE'S 7); art is by Toni Hardeman, Karen River, and Hugo-winner joan 
hanke-woods. 


Did you ever wonder what made brilliant, likeable Ed Straker the cold, em- 
bittered head of S.H.A.D.0., and leader of the fight against alien invasion? 
And everyone knows heroes like Roj Blake do all sorts of heroic things -- but 
while they're at it, who does the laundry? Join Vila Restal aboard the Liber- 
ator, and find out what happens when he makes his first attempt at household 
chores. 





A simple (!) explanation of the game of cricket leads the Doctor to underwater 
adventure with Jacques-Yves Cousteau and the crew of Calypso. And the Hooded 
Man is a target once again, but this time, Gisburne actually has him helpless 
-- and Herne himself may not be able to save Robin from certain death! 


Finally, THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #3 presents a very special feature. ‘ROBIN 
HOOD: An Artist's View" is a set of five portraits by Karen River, easily 
removed from the zine and presented in a format suitable for framing. 


To order, send a check or money order for $1900, payable to JOY HARRISON in 


U.S. dollars only, to: $21 30 
oe 


OSIRIS PUBLICATIONS 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


All this, and much more, await you on the sia of THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER #3. 





Please, do not send checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or 
THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER. Be sure to include your correct mailing address. And 
do not send cash through the mail! 





THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER Is a British-media fanzine from OSIRIS Publications. Our fourth Issue 
features storles, poetry, and art drawn from the unlverses of BLAKE'S 7, DOCTOR WHO, and ROBIN OF 
SHERWOOD. 


Representing BLAKE'S 7 are "The Dark Prince" and "Understanding Avon," both written by Mary 
Robertson, In which we see new and interesting views of fandom's favour!te computer technician. 
Also from this unlverse are "The Politics of Embezzlement" by Jeannle Webster, which takes us 
back to the beginning, and "Until It's Time to Goes." -- also from Mary Robertson -- which takes 
us long years Into the future. 


For the fans of DOCTOR WHO, we offer "The Ring of RuuanI" by Viccl Cook, which takes Doctor #3 
and his companion Jo Grant to a strangely euphoric world where no one -- and no thing -- Is quite 
what he seems. In "Doctor Who and the Lacertan Raiders" by Barbara Mater, Doctor #4 and K-9 go 
to the rescue of a band of human slaves, aided by some unlikely friends from a hitch-hIiker's 
uni Verses... 


"The Children of Herne," written by Kathie Hughes, combines the world of ROBIN OF SHERWOOD with 
that of DOCTOR WHO, as the Time Lord and Leela meet Robin's outlaw band and join forces with them 
to outwit the Sheriff of Nottingham. "Ordinary Villein" by Jeanine Hennig glves us new Insight 
into Robin's mind as he agonises over a harsh accusatione And Linda Ruth Pfonner's "Tangled In 
Holly" comes to Its dramatic conclusion In two forms, as we also present "Double Helix," an 
alternate ending by our story-contest winner L.A. Carr. Rounding out our ROBIN OF SHERWOOD 
offerings are five poems, ending with a powerful "Eulogy for an Enemy." 


Art for THE SONIC SCREWDRIVER's 1988 Issue Is by Ton! Hardeman, Kate Soehnien, Pat Posadas, 
Jeanine Hennig, Gennle Summers, and Hugo-winner joan hanke-woods/Mor!l. The exquisite cover Is by 
Jean Clissold. 


All this -- more than 150 skillfully written and beautifully Illustrated pages -- can be ordered 
by sending a check or money order for $18.00, payable to Joy Harrison In U.S. dollars only, to: 
OSIRIS Publ ications ©) 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 






Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or THE SONIC 
SCREWDRIVER. Be sure to Include your correct malling address. Send a self-addressed envelope 
and two IRC's for overseas pricing. And do not send cash through the mall! 


BROTHER OF SHADOWS... 
AND SON OF THE LIGHT 


Thts Is the way of It, how {ft happened. {! am wisdom and foresight, and | sit upon his shoulder, 
and | knowee. 


He saw the subtle flicker that marked the power surge, [tnitltating the IIghting 
sequence. 


Suddenly, his mind screamed warning at him, but {t was already too late. The 
room was full of light, flooded with light -- bright, white, agonizing Illumtna- 
tion that seemed to burn through his eye Into his braln and down through his 
spinal column Into every fibre of his being. Light, light that was no longer 
Instrumental to see by, no longer an environmental factor, to be adjusted or 
taken {nto account -- but a flery source of agony so profound he could not grasp 
the depths of that huge torment... 


He was trapped, and he was helpless, and he suffered pafn he would not even 
comprehend. And then, as quickly as it had come, It was gone again. 


She had turned off the IIghts. 


OSIRIS Publications takes great pride In presenting the latest -- and last -- BLAKE'S 7 novel by 
talented multiple award winner Susan Matthews, acclalmed by many as the fandom's finest writer. 
Set In the days Immedtately following the debacle on Gauda Prime, !t begins with a premise long 
popular among BLAKE'S 7 fans <-- that there were survivors of that disastrous encounter. But 
Susan Matthews never does quite what others do; she tells her own story. 


For one survivor, at least, death would be far preferable to what Servalan has planned. But, 
even knowing the codes for her private yacht, how can he escape, when the very corridors of the 
Federation complex that Is her base == and his eternal, luxurtous prison -- are lethal to him? 
He knows the codes, knows the way out, and the doors are unlocked -- but he knows, too, that he 
cannot leave, cannot venture beyond that first door... 


There Is one way to be free, and only one -- but Is he strong enough to take It? 


An incredible story of courage and determination =~ and, yes, of loyalty, too -- BROTHER OF 
SHADOWS..eAND SON OF THE LIGHT Is disturbing, frightentng, and highly provocative. This Is not a 
story for the weak; It contafns scenes of such graphic violence that even the strongest may 
flinch. But, although shockingly violent at times, It Is never needlessly so; It unhesIitatingly 
explores a man's deepest fears, and becomes a triumph of his will, although at terrible cost. 


BROTHER OF SHADOWS..-AND SON OF THE LIGHT Is beautifully tl lustrated by the superbly talented 
multiple Zen Award winner Suzan Lovett, and features a magnificently detailed colour cover. 


To order this novel, a must for any BLAKE'S 7 fan -- or for anyone else who appreciates truly 
fine writing -- send-a check or money order In the amount of $25.00 U.S. (first class postage 
Included), payable to JOY HARRISON, to: 


OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, [il Inols 60053 
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OSIRIS Publications proudly presents IMAGINATION, a new fanzine devoted en- 
tirely to original works of fantasy and science fiction. 


IMAGINATION is intended to be an annual publication. It will contain stories, 
poetry, essays, songs, and art from writers and artists who have the potentiat 
to become true professionals in the fantasy/science fiction field. 


Letters of comment are always welcome. For information on prices and contents 
of specific issues, please send a self-addressed, stamped envelope to: 


IMAGINATION 
c/o OSIRIS Publications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illinois 60053 


We urge all those who want to see their work in print, who want to share their 
writing and art with others in fandom, to submit their efforts for our consid- 
eration. For additional information on submissions, please refer to the back 
of this flyer. 


Remember, the realm of IMAGINATION is open to all who dare to dream. 
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In the earliest days of sclence fiction fandom, fanzines contained original short fiction by some 


of the finest of aspiring writers. Then, for a long time, as more and more of those writers — 


became professionals, those same fanzines became fllled with commentary and news, and fiction 
began to disappear from thelr pages. 


Along came the media fiction zine, filled with storfes derived from television and cinematic 
sourcese Some were good, some were mediocre == and others were downright dreadful. But whatever 
their quality, the true originality of the first fanzines was gone. Many fans looked askance at 
the media publications, and feared originality was gone from fanzInes for good. 


Not soe For OSIRIS Publications has gone back to the beginning, back to the first concept of the 
fanzine. In the finest tradition of fandom's earliest years, we proudly present IMAGINATION, a 


new fanzine for today's discerning sclence fiction fan -- a fanzine devoted entirely to elginel 


works of fantasy and sclence fiction. 


IMAGINATION #1, our premiere Issue, Includes "The Tale-Spinner" by BoM. Caspar, a oripping story 
of nightmares and destiny; "Gnome de Plume" by Linda Wood, complete with stnister bar and flame- 
lit cavern; “Laurie's Soldier" by aspiring professional Barbara Mater, featuring a visit to the 
American Civil War and the Wilderness Campatgn; and "Coming Home" by Lisa Mudano, In which a 
notorlous rebel leader pays a visit to the world that drove her Into exIle. Rounding out the 


ztne are poems by Mary Robertson, and the revelation of the truth about a man named George and a 
certain dragoneec. 


[!lustrations for IMAGINATION #1 are by Dorinda Francis, Ton! Hardeman, and Kate Soehnien. The 
zine also Includes a beautiful portfolio of original fantasy and sclence fiction art by Hugo- 
winner joan hanke-woods/Mor!; these appear In a format sultable for framing. 


All this -- more than 100 skillfully wreittten and beautifully Illustrated pages ~- can be ordered 
by sending a check or money order for $15.00, payable to Joy Harrison In U.S. dollars only, to: 


OSIRIS Publ Ications 
8928 North Olcott Avenue 
Morton Grove, Illfnols 60053 


Remember, we cannot accept checks or money orders payable to OSIRIS Publications or IMAGINATION. 
Be sure to Include your correct malling address. Send a self-addressed envelope and two IRC's 
for overseas pricing. And do not send cash through the mall! 
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